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CHAPTEK I. 



AxHEBSTONS Hai^l waB, at the period of our 
story, an irregular, yet handsome, pile of 
building. The first stone was laid by Ealph 
Atherstone, a £night, in the reign of Queen 
Elizabeth, when, a mere soldier of fortune, 
he accompanied Sir Henry Sidney, who was 
appointed Viceroy to Ireland. At that time 
the great Irish Chieftain, O'Keill, waa in 
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arms against the English Government. This 
powerful and warlike Prince vowed that 
nothing short of absolute independence would 
satisfy him. To a herald sent by Sir Henry 
Sidney, he haughtily answered — 

*^ I shall never forget the royal dignity of my 
ancestors. Ulster was theirs, and shall be 
mine. By the sword they won it, and with 
the sword I will keep it." 

Kalph Atherstone — a Knight of great cou- 
rage and skill in arms — so distinguished himself 
against O'Neill at Derry, where the Governor 
was slain, and numbers of O'Neill's men put 
to the sword, that Sir Henry Sidney appointed 
him to a distinguished command. He followed 
up his success against the Irish leader, and 
joined his force with the chieftains of Fer- 
managh and Calvagh, of Tyrone* 

Unable to contend against these united 
forces, O'Neill cast himself on the protection 
of the Scots who possessed settlements in 
Ulster. But Sir Kalph Atherstone pursued 
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him; and, in a pitched battle, slew him in 
single combat. This restored Ulster to tran- 
quillity. Sir Ralph was created an English 
Baronet some sbort time after by Queen 
Eh'zabeth, and returned to Ireland with rein- 
forcements and a high command. 

During the period of the unfortunate Earl 
of Essex's command, Sir Ealph's prosperity 
still followed him ; and Avhen Sir Henry 
Sidney was again sent to Ireland as Lord 
Deputy, he proceeded with him against Furlogh 
Lynogb, the successor of O'Neill. After the 
submission of tbe latter, Sir Ralph accom- 
panied Sir William Drury into Kerry, against 
the Desmond ; and there conquered a large 
territory, which belonged to James Fitz- 
maurice, brother to the Earl of Desmond; 
and, flDally, having received a grant of some 
of the forfeited lands of the Xerry Fitzmaurice, 
he built Atherstone Castle on the Kenmare 
river. Returning to England, he married a 
daughter of Lord Grey, and, a few years 
B 3 
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after, was raised to the peerage as Lord 
Yiscount Atherstone. His youngest son ob- 
tained the Irish property in Kerry, and firom 
him descended the Honorable Philip Ath»- 
stone, hnsband of Matilda 0'Ck>nnor. 

Atherstone Hall, though an irregular pile, 
possessed considerable beauty and grandeur. 
Built on a gentle elevation above the riv» 
Kenmare, and facing the broad bay, mis- 
named Kenmare Eiver, it commanded a most 
magnificent view over sea and land. On the 
land side towards the north, the country was 
thickly wooded at that period: the nearest 
town of any consequence was Tralee. 

Its warlike builder, living in a period of 
perpetual strife and warfare, rendered Castle 
Atherstone a place of considerable strength. 
A broad moat encompassed three sides of the 
building, which had turrets and watch-towers, 
and drawbridge, and portcullis. But all these 
remains of feudal times had, in the reign of 
Anne, entirely vanished. The moat had be- 
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come guiltless of water for years, and Mrs. 
Atherstone's husband had formed it into a 
pleasant plantation. Gardens and shrubberies 
had usurped the place of grim defences, and 
various modem improvements, tastefully exe- 
cuted, rendered Atherstone Hall, at the period 
of onr story, a handsome and commodious 
mansion. 

Aleen was in raptures with the house, the 
view, and the delightful pleasure-gardens. 
Mrs. Atherstone herself was haunted by 
many affecting remembrances in again taking 
up her residence in her once most happy home. 
Time had softened, but not at all obliterated, 
the memory of him she had so tenderly loved, 
and so soon lost. Four years of happy, tran* 
quil, wedded life : a mother, and no child ; and 
then the grave closed over the father also. 

The fir^t few weeks which she passed in her 
old home brought back to her mind these fore^ 
gone sorrows, and a quiet and not unpleasant 
melancholy stole over her mind. But Aleen, 
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as youth generally does, looked forward with 
hope and joy stirring her young heart, and 
filling her mind with visions of happiness ; she 
trusted that the clouds that hung over her 
hopes would he chased away, and a bright, 
clear sky succeed* 

Aleen passed many an hour rambling with 
her maid along the pleasant banks of the river, 
and on to the romantic shores of the bay. Her 
thoughts were far off with her absent lover, 
recollecting a thousand little events dear to 
memory^ for they all tended to prove the deep 
love and devotion Gerald felt for her. 

Eambling one day along the shores of the 
bay with Mrs. Atherstone and a female at- 
tendant, they came to a long jutting crag that ran 
abruptly into the sea. The tide was then very 
low spring ; and for the first time since their 
arrival, they perceived they could pass the 
rocks, and visit the singular caverns on the 
other side. As they were picking their way 
across the rocks, Aleen saw a small boat push 
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from the beach, and pull slowly ont into the 
bay. Three persons were in it, and from the 
low mast, Aleen could discern a long net hang- 
ing down, as if drying. 

"Had we been a little sooner, we might 
have got some prawns and shrimps," said 
Aleen. "They were catching them in the 
hollows of the rocks, I dare say. I have obseryed 
a boat here fishing several times, and you 
have been promising me some ever since our 
arrival." 

" Well, in truth, Aleen love," responded 
Mrs. Atherstone, " you should have had them, 
but our fishermen say it is early in the season. 
I never heard of their fishing for those little 
fish in this bay ; they catch them, I know, up 
the river. But look at the singular range of 
caverns before us. What a number there 
are I" 

In a few moments the ladies and their at- 
tendant had entered a spacious and deep cavern, 
with sides beautifully cut by nature into nu- 
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srerous pillars. In fafrt, so regukr bxA 
antistioally wete they arranged, that, for a 
time, it puzzled the ejtplorers to make oat 
whether they were not the work of human 
hands. 

^^ We must defer the examination of these 
oaverAB," said Mrs. Atherstone, ^' till we have 
two or three attendants with tordies. We are 
fdready in th^ dark, and prohahly hare not 
penetrated half way." 

" What a splendid place for smugglers I" 
exclaimed Aleen. ^^ I fancy they might hide 
their booty hei«e fot yearis without fear of 
detection." 

*^This bay was always a noted resort for 
such people," observed Mrs. Atherstone ; ** and 
I remember, years ago, hearing many wild 
and terrible tales of the lawless smugglers of 
this coast. But that was during the troubled 
reigns of James and William." 

As Mrs. Atherstone spoke, and they wexta 
turning to retrace their steps, the loud ^^ Hallo !" 
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of a man's voice was heard, and somewhat 
startled them. As they faced the entrance of 
the cave, thej plainly perceived a human 
figure entering, and then again they heard 
themselves summoned to come forth, as the 
tide was rising. The ladies, rather alarmed, 
hurried out of the cave, and perceived a gen- 
tleman waiting their exit. He bowed very 
•politely, saying — 

*^ I have taken the liberty, madam, of sum- 
moning you forth, as perhaps you are not con- 
scious that the way you came is now imprac- 
ticable, as the spring tide rolls in over this flat 
with exceeding rapidity ; and though no dan- 
ger whatever exists, still you would be de- 
tained many hours waiting, as the ascent by 
the clifis would be too dangerous for you to 
attempt." 

While the stranger was speaking, both ladies 
raised their eyes to him ; and both, at the same 
moment, thought they had seen his face before 
B 2 
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—but the next glance satisfied them they had 
not. 

The sti^anger was a tall and very handsome 
man about eight and twenty, or thirty years of 
ego. He was simply, though handsomely 
attired in a dark green hunting-suit ; he wore 
a broad black belt over his shoulder, which 
held a shot and powder flask ; and in his hand 
he carried a short and very handsome silver- 
mounted, fowling-piece. 

/'We feel much obliged, in truth," replied 
Mrs. Atherstone, *'for your warning. It was 
extremely indiscreet of us to venture here 
without a guide or pilot.'^ 

^' Do not bo uneasy, madam. The boat in 
which I came this morning to explore these 
caves, and to amuse myself in shooting the 
puffins, and parrots, and other birdt* which 
frequent the cliffs is still here. I saw you, 
madam, from the bay, and midc bold to row 
ashore and warn you. The men are fishermen, 
and will land you the other side of the rock 
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Tou may thus, for an hour longer, oontinuo 
your examination of some of the caves, which 
even this tide will not reach.'* 

" I thank you, sir, for your courtesy " re- 
turned Mrs. Atherstone ; ** and will accept the 
offer of your boat at once. I do not wish to 
delay my return, as I live sufficiently near to 
visit the spot at a future and more convenient 
time." 

The stranger bowed, and, hailing the boat, 
the men pulled in to a convenient range of low 
rocks, from which the ladies might easily step 
into the little craft, on the stern sheets of which 
the stranger ordered the men to place his boat 
cloak. 

The water was perfectly calm ; not even a 
light swell rolled into the bay — a thing not 
very usual on that wild coast. Having seated 
themselves, the men pulled out to avoid the 
sunken rocks ; and Aleen, who loved to sail on 
the broad deep waters she so constantly had a 
view of from her window, enjoyed the short 
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tnuifiit round the rocks into tiie bay on the 
other eido. Atherstone Hall was now die- 
tinotly viBib^e^ and had a noble and imposing 
appearance from the sea, baoked by the dark 
woods. 

" Your mansion, madam," said the stranger, 
following the direction of both the ladies' eyes, 
" hai truly a most imposing and very pictu- 
Tuquo appearance." 

" It stands in a very fovorable position," 
ruponded Mrs. Atherstone, " and certainly 
eojoyt a most varied prospect over sea and 
land." 

"Yob," returned the stranger, in a tbought- 
ftil tone ; " it occupies the identical spot where 
ODOo stood a very different edifioe ; and, to me, 
it brings back some very painful reflections on 
bygone times." 

Mrs. Atherstone seemed surprised, while 
Aloen looked up for an instant at the speaker, 
end caught Iiis dark and meaning eyes steadily 
"tloiI upuu !ni. It was but for an instant, for 
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he let his glanoe drop ; yet there was an ex- 
pression iu that glance, which troubled the 
maiden— she scarcely knew why. 

" Pray may I enquire," asked Mrs. Ather- 
stone, with a slight manifestation of curiosity 
in her manner, " to whom wo are indebted for 
our rescue from the danger either of getting 
wet or enduring a very tedious delay." 

"I am quite a stranger, madam," replied 
the unknown, ^4o this county altogether. 
That is as far as personal acquaintance goes, 
though I know all about its history. I have 
been nearly a fortnight exploring these rocks. 
You will, I trust, forgive me for having 
mentioned that the vicinity recalled unpleasant 
recollections ; particularly the spot where your 
mansion stands; for on that very site stood 
the castle of the once powerful chief of the 
Desmonds. This territory," he added, with a 
smile, " was once my ancestors\ It was won 
by yours with the sword, like many other fair 
lands in this green Island." 
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" Then probably/' returned Mrs. Atherstone, 
Bomewhat sorprised, ^^ you are a Desmond ?" 

^']N'o, madaiDy not in name; bat closely 
connected with that family. My name is 
Fitzmanrice." 

With a start of intense surprise, mingled 
with a singularly painful feeling, Aleen again 
gazed, but this time unshrinkingly, at the 
speaker. 

" Fitzmaurice !" exclaimed Mrs. Atherstone, 
equally astonished, if not confounded, by the 
words of the stranger; '^how is that? Are 
there two families of that name ? Or are you 
a relative of the Fitzmauriees of the County 
Cork ?" 

" Eelative, I cannot call myself, madam ; 
though, probably, about two hundred years 
ago, tlie now divided families might have 
sprung from the same stock. My forefathers 
were the Kerry Fitzmauriees. Our ancestor 
was James Fitzmaurice, a brother of Sir John 
Desmond ; and it was from this chieftain 
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(James) that Sir Balpb Atherstane won these 
broad lands." 

Just at that raoment, the boat reached a con- 
venient landing- place. Mrs. Atherstone made 
no reply ; but she thought much upon the sin- 
gular coincidence of her thus accidentally be- 
coming acquainted with members of both the 
families of Fitz.naurice. 

After stepping ashore, Mrs. Atherstone re- 
iterated her acknowledgments of the obligation 
she was under to Mr. Fitzmaurice ; and though 
she somehow did not feel inclined to keep up 
an acquaintance thus made, her natural kind- 
ness of heart, and the usual hospitality of her 
country prevailingj she said — 

** Should you prolong your stay in these 
parts, Mr. Fitzmaurice, I shall be happy to see 
you at Atherstone Hall ; and if you are fond 
of field sports, ycu are perfectly at liberty to 
try our woods and fields." 

" You arc very kind, madam," returned Mr, 
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Fitzmaurice ; " though my stay will not be 
long, having to join my regiment shorUy, I 
shall feel proud of accepting your kind and 
hospitable offer." 

And bowing very profoundly, they parted. 

" Well, Aleen," said Mrs. Atherstone to h^ 
thoughtful companion, as they entered the 
Park-walk, leading to the front of the 
mansion, " what think you of this day's 
adventure, and our new acquaintance? We 
seem doomed to fall in with the name of 7it2-» 
maurice." 

" That gentleman," replied Aleen, in a very 
thoughtful voice, and with her eyes fixed upon 
the path — "that gentleman is not a Fitzmaur 
rice." 

Mrs. Atherstone halted in her walk, and, 
with a look of extreme surprise, gazed into the 
thoughtful face of her niece, saying — 

" What on earth, Aleen, leads you to make 
so strange an assertion ? All that he stated 
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with respect to the Atherstones, and to former 
owners of this territory of the Desmonds and 
Eitzmaurices, is strictly true." 

" I have nothing to say to the contrary of 
that/' returned Aleen ; and then, with a sig^ 
nificant smile^ she looked up into the face of 
Mrs, Atherstone. ^^ But I will tell you/' she 
continued, ^' why I said what I did, that you may 
not take me for a witch. When we entered 
the boat, Mr. Eitzmaurice, as he calls himself, 
laid that handsome silver-mounted gun of his on 
ihe bench for a moment while he adjusted the 
boat-doak for you. I cannot say why, but my 
gaze happened to rest on a plate of silver, on 
which was engraved a crest, and, underneath, 
were the initial letters, ' W. G. O. G.' The 
next moment he turned round, as I thought 
hastily, and, taking up the gun, placed it in a 
leather case. Now, you know the broken 
lance is the well known crest of the 
O'Gradys, and the initial letters are assuredly 
toMat for William Granville O'Grady," 
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" I see it all now," said Mrs. Atherstone, in 
a thoughtful manner. " My brother has 
planned this, or the young man wished to see 
his way under an assumed name, before he 
declared himself. Now that he has lost the 
title and the property of the Granvilles, it 
shows XJlick still imagines your heart, Aleen, 
may be won from its first impressions." 

" Then, indeed, my father errs most 
strangely. My love for Gerald will never end. 
But I somehow fancy my father has nothing to 
do with this scheme of Mr. O'Grady's. I do 
not like it ; there is something more in it than 
I can fathom. What do you intend doing, 
mother dear, should he come ? Even before I 
saw his initials upon the fowling-piece, I felt a 
secret and unaccountable aversion." 

" Oh, my little pet," interrupted Mrs. Ather- 
stone, this time laughing merrily, "those 
secret aversions of young maidens in love are 
by no means unaccountable. Damsels with 
hearts already preoccupied, generally look 
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with a sort of aversion upon gentlemen who 
evince more than a moderate admiration of 
their beauty ; and it was very plain to be seen 
that this false Fitzmaurice was wonderfully 
struck with you. But should he accept my 
invitation, I shall receive him politely, and as 
if we knew nothing whatever of his secret. 
He will^very soon perceive the uselessness of 
following up a pursuit in which he can have no 
chance of success." 

"I will keep out of his way at any rate," 
said Aleen. *' Knowing who he is — for I am 
satisfied I am right — his presence will be pain- 
ful to me." 

** Well, my love, you can do so. EecoUect, 
however, we promised your father to allow Mr. 
O' Grady to visit us," 

" Yes, yes," interrupted Aleen, " when Mr. 
0' Grady comes as Mr. O'Grady, well and good. 
This is Mr. Fitzmaurice," she added, laughing ; 
" so he must be content to pay his devoirs to 
you, dear, aunt." 
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" Well, here we are," said Mrs. Atherstone, 
entering the open portal of the mansion. ^' We 
owe him, at least, the pleasure of eating our 
dinners at home, instead of sitting several 
hours on the rodcs with no dinner at all — 
^ verop 
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CHAPTER !!• 



The reader may probably think M^e have totally 
forgotten our hero ; but we beg to assure him 
such is not the case. We fear we are writing 
a somewhat rambling kind of tale ; but, for the 
life and soul of us, we cannot help it now, 
having, unfortunately for ourselves, got our 
heroine in Ireland, and our hero in Italy. 
Now, though wishing very sincerely to bring 
them both into the same locality; we 
are puzzled how to do so without destroying 
the veracity of our story. Begging, therefore. 
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a little longer indulgence from our readers, we 
return to our hero, whom we left in Turin, ex- 
pecting a visit from Ulick O'Connor. 

In the morning after their meeting at Mrs. 
4therstone*s, "Ulick O'Connor was shewn by 
O'Eegan into Gerald's apartment, O'Connor 
still wore his monkish garment over his undress 
military habit ; but, on entering Gerald^s 
room, he laid it aside, and, taking the chair 
offered him by the colonel, sat down, saying — 

'^ I owe you, colonel, too great an obligation 
to think of any other mode of settling our dif- 
ference than simple explanation. Without any 
ieeling of anger, therefore, for the unguarded 
words you made use of yesterday, may I asL 
what induced you to sa^/ what you did i^" 

''Feeling the happiness of a whole life at 
stake," replied Gerald, surprised at the mild 
tone and manner of the exiled prince, " I per- 
haps rashly hazarded words that had no other 
foundation than surmises formed in my own 
mind, after hearing Mrs. Atherstone's history 
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of herself, and how Aleen came under her pro- 
tection. It struck me — pardon me, sir, if 
I unintentionally touch a chord painful, per- 
haps, now even after the lapse of years — it 
struck me that, passionately attached, as ycfa 
declared you were, to ray unfortunate mother, 
it was not very likely that so soon after you 
could have formed a second attachment, and 
your sister be wholly ignorant of it. Again, I 
was struck with the circumstances attending 
Mrs. Atherstone's confinement, and the birth 
and death of her child during her husband's 
absence — you were in the mansion at the time ; 
and though Mrs. Atherstone ardently desired 
to see her offspring, which she knew was born 
alive — for she insists that her senses were then 
perfect — her wish was never gratified. These 
circumstances, trivial, perhaps, in themselves, 
nevertheless forcibly pressed upon my mind, 
and at once I came to the conclusion that 
Aleen was not your child, but tho child of your 
sister." 
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Gerald paused. Never for an instant did 
the darky expressive eyes of O'Connor leave the 
face of his companion, as he spoke. He be- 
trayed no manner of emotion, his fine features 
If earing an aspect of undisturbed tranquilliiy. 

"You have been candid, colonel, in your 
explanations," responded O'Connor. " I have 
no right to interfere with any man in thinking 
what he pleases ; but as you openly expressed 
your opinions in my presence, I considered 
myself in a manner called upon to request you 
to give me your reasons for such an assertion 
as you made. Ton have done so fairly and 
candidly ; at the same time I do not see that I 
am called upon to lay open my past life to you 
or any one. Therefore, I make no comment 
upon what you have said. A time may come 
for explanation, but not now. I will say, 
however, this much, putting aside political 
motives and creed, there is no man living I 
would prefer to bestow a daughter of mine 
upon than you. Colonel *, and if you will simply 
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promise me not to hold any communication 
either by letter or otherwise, ^th Mrs. Ather- 
stone and her niece for the space of one year, 
I will undertake, on my part, should we all be 
living at the expiration of that time, to offer no 
manner of opposition to your winning the heart 
and hand of Aleen, should your wishes tend 
that way after the stipulated period shall have 
expired. If you hesitate, I must — " 

"Nay," hastily interrupted Colonel Gran- 
ville, " I do not hesitate. I give you my sacred 
word to fulfil your wishes. At the same time, 
I trust no force — — " 

" Ton may rest satisfied," interrupted O'Con- 
nor, with a slight shade passing over his 
countenance, " that Aleen shall never be forced 
to do anything contrary to the wishes of her 
heart or her feelings. I am no tyrant, colonel, 
though the victim of tyranny. I will say no 
more But," and he held out his hand with a 
kind and affectionate look and manner, "be 
lieve me, I am grateful in heart and feelings 

VOL. III. c 
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towards you. You said I loved your mother 
before she became your father's wife. You 
are right. I loved her with a devotion and 
fervour not to be surpassed. You may think 
it strange a man should love to such excess 
without some hope. Alas ! time has not obli* 
terated the memory of those days; and there 
was a brief period when I thought my love 
was returned. I have never known one regally 
happy hour from that time to this. My blighted 
hopes tended to make me what I was ; but, 
enough of the past." And with a sudden effort 
O'Connor seemed to conquer some violent emo- 
tion ; for, after a pause, he suddenly drew from 
within his vest a small case, held by a minute 
gold-chain. Touching a spring, he exclaimed, 
" Look, Colonel Granville, upon that face, and 
say, could a man that once loved those matchless 
features ever forget ?" 

Surprised and considerably moved, Gerald 
looked upon a beautifully executed portrait of 
his unfortunate mother. He knew it at onoe ; 
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for a full length portrait of his parent hung in 
the picture-gallery in Granville Castle. Never, 
perhaps, did his gaze rest upon so fascinating a 
face. It was not alone the perfect symmetry 
of feature that distinguished that lovely por- 
trait. It was the expression, so soft, so tender, 
beaming from the brilliant eyes, that caught 
at once the admit ation of the beholder. 
Gerald no longer wondered at O'Connor's 
despair xit losing her ; but it more firmly con- 
vinced him, that his surmises, with respect to 
Aleen's birth, were something more than mere 
suspicions. 

" I cannot," said O'Connor, after a long 
pause, and speaking in a low feeling tone of 
voice, " I cannot hate the son of her I loved 
BO deeply and so truly. Though, in the frenzy 
of disappointment, I swore deadly hatred to 
him who won from me such a treasure, yet as 
the grave holds both, my love and my hatred 
are of little moment. Nevertheless, I will 

carry the former with me to the tomb. The 
c 2 
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latter is forgotten. These recollections, Colonel, 
overpower me ; and I long to drive them away 
in active life. I bid you farewell with no 
other feeling in my heart than that of aJBfection. 
Remember your promise. We know not what 
is in the womb of time." 

Wringing the hand of Gerald Granville with 
much emotion and kindness of manner, 
O'Connor threw his monk^s mantle over his 
stately form, and abruptly left the saloon. 

For nearly an hour, the Colonel remained 
immersed in profound and not unpleasant 
thought. Eousing himself from his reverie, he 
rose with a cheerful and hopeful spirit. The 
future appeared in brighter colours ; and the 
lovely image of Aleen seemed to come before 
his mind's eye with a sweet smile of trust and 
hope upon her ruby lip. He felt fully con- 
vinced in his own mind that Aleen was truly 
Mrs. Atherstone's daughter : he also fancied 
he could surmise O'Connor's object in deceiv- 
ing his sister with respect to her child's death. 
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At that period^ Mrs. Atherstone declared that 
Ulick O'Connor was wrapt up in gloomy de- 
spondency, and completely ruled by a narrow- 
minded and bigoted priest. Blindly devoted 
to the creed of his ancestors, Ulick had proba- 
bly been induced, by the idea of saving the 
child's soul, to persuade the mother that her 
infant had died. Perhaps, in after years, when 
firmly wedded to his own faith, he might have 
restored her ; but it certainly was not at all 
likely that, being madly in love with Emmeline 
Granville, he should unite himself to another. 
All these surmises and conjectures were only 
to be solved by time. 

" A year will soon pass," thought Gerald, 
" amid the stirring events now taking place in 
Flanders and Belgium." 

Without any further delay, the young 
Colonel resolved to join the Buke of Marl- 
borough. A few days previous to his inters 
view with Ulick O'Connor, he had received 
letters from his old friend and comrade Arthur 
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Carisford, who was with his regiment at Bel- 
lenghen. Preparations were being made on 
both sides for the renewal of the war, which 
Captain Carisford thought would be hotly con- 
tested. 

O'Kegan received directions to prepare for 
immediate departure. He intended to proceed 
first to Vienna, where he expected to receive 
letters from Mr. Briefless, having written to 
that gentleman some time back. 

After a tedious journey, Gerald reached 
Vienna, and there, unexpectedly, met Prince 
Eugene, from whom he received a most 
friendly and gracious reception. His Highness 
stated that the Duke was assembling his army 
in Flanders, and that the French General, the 
Duke de Vend6me, was already in the field. 
Colonel Granville, therefore, hurried to his 
banker's to ascertain if Mr. Briefless had for- 
warded the needful, without which, we can 
neither get on in peace or war. The remit- 
tances had arrived some time ; and there was 
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also a letter of recent date from Mr. Briefless, 
marked ^^most important." Gerald quickly 
broke the seal, and read the contents. Hid 
astonishment was indeed great when he read 
a fiill statement of the recoyery of his uncle's 
will, and, consequently, his restoration to the 
title and fortune of the late Sir Hugh Gran- 
ville. The worthy lawyer ended his long 
letter, by earnestly imploring his young friend 
to be contented with the laurels he had already 
won, and not, like a madman, allow a worth- 
less ounce of lead to deprire him of doing 
some good to his fellow creatures, by spending 
a noble fortune amongst them. 

Gerald could not but smile at his worthy 
old friend's epistle ; and, as he was anxious to 
resume his journey, he sat down, on returning 
to his hotel, and fully answered the letter. 
O'Eegan, when made acquainted with the news 
jfrom Ireland, became bewildered with joy; 
and, though by no means ayerse to a little 
fighting when nothing else was to be done. 
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now thought, like the little lawyer, that his 
master had had quite enough of war, and was 
not a little angry and disappointed on finding 
he still persisted in joining the army. 

"Faix^ it's too had," muttered O'Began, as 
he packed up his master's effects, ^^ to be shot 
at for mere amusement. Honor and glory are 
mighty fine things, when your pocket is filled 
by them. But, by my conscience, it's more 
honorable spending twenty thousand a year in 
our own dear country, than killing poor devils 
that never did you a pin's-worth of harm ; 
and, by St. Patrick, may get knocked on the 
head yourself." 

But impatient as he was to get home, 
O'Eegan was forced to be satisfied with his 
master's assurance, that after one more cam- 
aign, provided it pleased Providence to pre- 
perve him, he would return to Ireland. 

Sir Gerald Granville joined the Duke at 
Lorgniers. But it is not our intention to weary 
our readers with the details of the great Duke's 
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eampagins. It will be sufficient to state that 
Sir Gerald gained fresh laurels at Oudenarde ; 
and at the battle of Rantzae, he had the good 
fortune to be of great service to the Electoral 
Prince of Hanover, afterwards George IL, 
who, in this attack, gallantly charged at the 
head of Bulao's dragoons, and had his horse 
shot under him. Sir Gerald raised the Prince, 
and remounted him on his own horse. Colonel 
Lasohky was killed by the side of the Prince. 
Our hero was present at the siege of Ghent, 
and, with the Duke of Argyle, took possession 
of that citadel. Here terminated his military 
career. 

Having received a severe wound, Gerald re- 
mained in Brussels for several months ; but, 
at length, became extremely anxious to return 
to England. Upwards of a year had now expired 
since he parted with O'Connor in Turin ; and, 
from that period, he had not received the 
slightest intelligence of those who were so 
dear to him, though he heard occasionally 
c 5 
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from Mr. Briefless and Mr, Harmer. They, 
hoTrever, knew nothing of his acquaintance 
•with Mrs. Alherstone, for Gerald strictly re- 
frained from mentioning the name. He was 
now free to make any inquiries he pleased. He 
had heard that the attempt of the French 
King in favor of the Chevalier St. George, in 
1715, had signally failed, and that several im- 
portant captures had been made of the con- 
spirators, among whom was the Duke of 
Hamilton ; but the name of O'Connor did not 
appear. 

Exceedingly anxious to gain some intelli- 
gence of Mrs. Atherstono and his beloved 
Aleen, our hero quitted J3ras&els as soon as 
possible, and, reaching Dover, proceeded, with 
but little delay, to London. On the morning 
after his arrival in the metropolis, he called at 
the mansion of Mrs. MacMahon as the most 
likely place to gain some intelligence of Mrs. 
Atherstone. But here ho was disappointed, 
for Mrs. MaoMahon was then in Ireland. Ue 
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laras leaving the mansion, rather vezedy when 
he suddenly thought that the housekeeper 
might know something of one so very intimate 
with her mistress. 

^^Pray, madam,'' said he, retracing his 
steps, and seeking a second interview with the 
dame, " pray can you inform me whether a 
lady I once saw in this house, and whom you 
must remember to have been on a visit here 
about six or seven years ago, has returned from 
abroad ? I mean the Honorable Mrs. Ather- 
stone." 

" Oh, dear yes, sir," replied the house- 
keeper. ^* There was no fear of my forgetting 
the good lady and her daughter — on their re- 
turn from abroad, they resided here for a time, 
with my mistress, and afterwards left London 
for their estates in Ireland. I cannot say 
where they are situated, but Mrs. McMahon, 

who is now in Dublin, residing in Square, 

will be able to inform you." 

This intelligence greatly pleased Sir Gerald 
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Granyille, who, thanking the old dame, re- 
turned to his hotel, and gave Dennis O'Begaa 
the pleasing intelligence that he was to pack 
up and get ready for immediate departure, as 
he intended to proceed, without further delay, 
to Castle Granville. 

But as the Duke of Marlborough was in 
town, and wished to present him to the new 
Sovereign of Great Britain, Geoi^ge the First, 
he was forced to delay a day or two longer ; 
highly pleased, however, with his presentation 
at court, though impatient at being detained. 

At last, he set out, to the infinite joy of his 
impatient follower, and reached Dublin with- 
out accident or adventure, a thing not very 
frequent in those days. 
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CHAPTER III. 



GfiAiyvniLE Castle, the chief residence of the 
Granville family in Ireland, from the first 
period of their settling there, was of a much 
older date than Atherstone Hall, or Glandore 
Abbey. It was first built by an Irish Chief- 
tain, named MacMurohad, so far back as the 
reign of the Second Eichard ; but little, if any, 
of its original design, remained standing at the 
period of our story. Like Atherstone Hall, 
its moat, its draw-bridge, and ramparts, had all 
disappeared ; and a fine and substantial 
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mansion, with still some defences, remained 
standing in the midst of a noble park, close to 
the borders of Glandoie Harbour, a beautifid 
and extensive sheet of water, almost land- 
locked. On the opposite shore, close by the 
entrance of the Miros river, stood Glandore 
Abbey, a stately building, erected by Sir 
Gerald's grandfather, on the site of an ancient 
Abbey of that name. The waters of Glandore 
Harbour, about a mile or more in width, 
separated the two mansions. 

Sir Gerald Granville's reception at Castle 
Granville, was enthusiastic ; rejoicings, illumi- 
nations, &c., succeeded each other. Numerous 
visitors were invited ; and, for nearly a fort- 
night, none of the numerous retainers of the 
femily we aUowed to return to their homes, 
by the master of the revels, the delighted 
Dennis O'Eegan. 

Mr. Harmer was to remain at Castle Gran- 
ville as domestic chaplain. He felt proud of 
his former pupil, and was greatly pleased at 
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the prospect of passing the remainder of his 
life in the house of Sir Gerald Granville. 

In Dublin, our hero learned that Mrs. Ather- 
stone and her supposed daughter were living 
in Athorstone Hall ; and, as no impediment 
now appeared between him and Aleen, he was 
most anxious to set out for their residence, 
and only waited the departure of his guests. 
Never, for a moment, did Sir Gerald feel any 
doubt concerning Aleen's love for himself. 
Vanity had no share in this feeling ; his faith 
in her arose from his knowledge of the pure 
and virtuous mind of the fair girl, who was 
dearer to him than life. 

At length, the numerous guests departed ; 
and the very next day, attended only by 
O'Regan, well mounted and armed — for the 
days of Queen Anne and George the First 
were not exactly the period for riding a 
hundred miles across the country without 
being prepared for contingencies — Sir Gerald 
Granville started for Atherstone HalL 
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It was the latter end of October ; and, 
though the morning was fine, there were ap- 
pearances in the sky of rain before night. At 
this period, the roads through the remote parts 
of Ireland, were very bad, and only passable 
on horseback. The traffic from one town to 
another, wa? carried on by pack-horses, or low 
cars without wheels. The houses of the 
gentry were few, and, in truth, far between ; 
and houses of entertainment were only to be 
found in large towns. 

Sir Gerald Granville traversed nearly the 
same road as his uncle and O'Began had 
travelled some sixteen years previously. No 
improvement whatever had taken place. The 
country was again in an extremely disturbed 
state. Parties, under various denominations, 
prowled about during the night, and many 
of the houses of the gentry, know.n to be 
obnoxious to the cause of the Pretender, were 
attacked. The attempt of the Chevalier to 
land in Scotland, though completely frus- 
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trated^ caused many lawless and discontented 
men to assemble under the specious pretence 
of aiding the cause of their rightful King, 
but, in fact, to commit plunder and other 
outrage. 

A bill had just passed to attaint the Pre- 
tender and all his adherents. Numbers were 
accused who were really innocent ; large par- 
ties of military patrolled the country, some- 
times committing unnecessary violence upon 
the already sufficiently distressed peasantry. 
So ill defended was the sea-coast, along the 
southern and western shores, that smugglers 
flourished in open defiance of the laws and 
the one or two small cruisers kept occasionally 
off the coast. If encountered, the smugglers 
rarely abandoned their cargoes without a fight, 
and consequent loss of life. 

At the period of Colonel Granville's journey, 
the Government had sent to cruize on the 
south and west coast of Ireland, a very fine 
and fast- sailing gun brig, with a picked crew 
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and a party of mariners. This vessel was 
under the command of Captain Cuthbert 
Morris, formerly of The William and Mary. 
The brig was stationed in Bantry Bay, with 
two small cutters under her orders. Captain 
Morris had already taken several prisres ; and 
a determination was formed by the desperate 
gang of smugglers who frequented that coast 
to destroy the brig, her captain showing so 
resolute a spirit in rooting them out of their 
haunts. 

Sir Gerald and O'Eegan pursued their 
journey at a smart pace, intending to pass 
the night at Glinn, where entertainment for 
man and beast was to be had. The next 
day they could reach Atherstone Hall. 

But with the best intentions in the world, 
we are often prevented by unforeseen events. 
Though the early morning was fine, the 
weather rapidly changed as the day advanced. 
Before midday, a thick, fast-drifting scud came 
over the hills, followed by a drizzling shower ; 
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and, towards eyening, a dense fog spread over 
the land, with every prospect of a regular 
down-pour at sun- set. The travellers were 
then passing a dreary tract of country, over 
a moor of great extent, but dimly visible in 
the thick fog and heavy drift then com- 
mencing. 

After a time. Sir Qerald Qranville stopped 
his horse. 

" Are you sure, Dennis,^^ said he, strapping 
his military mantle tightly about him, ^'are 
you sure that we have taken the right track 
across this heath ? I trusted to you when 
we came to the cross roads. Do you think 
you have taken the right one ?" 

" Upon my conscience, Colonel, I have my 
doubts about it," returned Dennis, wiping the 
moisture from his eyes and trying to see 
ahead ; but the view was confined to a very 
few yards. 

*^ There's no kind of mark to go by," 
continued he, ^^ I remember years ago, your 
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honour's uncle was puzzled on crossing tais 
very heath.'' 

** Well, then, I fancy," returned Sir Gerald, 
^^ we shall have a pleasant chanoe of wandering 
about here till morning ; for no path is yisible 
under our horses' feet, and we cannot see 
twenty yards before us. Besides, the sun is 
down : we shall be in the dark in half 
an hour." 

^* Be gorra, here's somebody. Sir," said 
Dennis. " I hear the sound of a horse's foot 
behind us." 

As he spoke, the Colonel heard the sounds 
distinctly, and O'Eegan gave a shout that 
would reach at least half a mile, lest the rider 
might pass them in the fog. 

" Hallo ! hallo I what's in the wind, neigh- 
bour?" shouted a loud, manly voice. And 
the moment after, horse and man were be- 
side them. 

" What's in the wind ?" echoed O'Eegan, 
turning sharply round to face the stranger. 
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^' Faix, there^s nothing very pleasant in 
it ; I never found water very agreeable, 
unless there was a trifle of whiskey mixed 
with it." 

^^ Be my sowl, you^re right, my man,'^ 
returned the stranger, eyeing the Colonel as 
he rode up alongside. 

Sir Gerald Granville cast a glance upon 
the speaker, and, as well as he could judge 
by the fading light, he was a stout, hard- 
featured man, about three-and-thirty years 
old. He was mounted on a low, strong, 
wiry beast, with crept ears and tail, appa- 
rently full of spirit. The rider wore a thick 
frieze coat, buttoned to the chin with an 
ample woollen shawl twisted round his neck, 
over his mouth, and touching his nose. He 
pulled down his covering, however, as he 
looked up at the Colonel, and said — 

^^ God save ye, your honour." 

Our hero scarcely knew what to make of 
the stranger. To judge by his head-dress, 
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which consisted of a species of tarpaulin cap 
called, sometimes, a sou- wester, he might be 
a sea-faring man. Over the neck of his horse 
swung two kegs, united by a rope. The 
Colonel thought his character was rather am- 
biguous. 

" It may be, your honor," continued the man, 
" has wandered out of your track." 

" So it appears, my good fellow," said 
Colonel Granville. " Perhaps you can put us 
on the right one. You shall be amply rewarded 
for jour trouble." 

" Where may your lordship be going 
then ?" 

" Where I was going, when I halted here, I 
cannot say," returned the Colonel ; " but I 
intended to reach Glinn before nightfall." 

" Wheugh I" whistled the stranger. " Not 
to-night, your honor, with this weather ; and, 
fiaix, there's worse coming. You took the 
wrong road at the Cross ; and, unless you go 
back to Sleive Allen, and then take the second 
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path to the right, after passing the old tower — 
but, faix, here's a sou- wester, and no mistake.'^ 
And, as the man spoke, a violent gale, with a 
heavy down-fall, came sweeping over the 
heath, 

" Well, my man, there's no use talking of 
going back. Where can you guide us for 
temporary shelter ?" 

*^ Why, then, your worship, follow me, and 
I'll guide you, in less than an hour, to the old 
Abbey of Glencross." 

" Arrah, man," impatiently interrupted 
Dennis ; who was busy minutely scanning the 
stranger and his kegs ; ^^ what the dickens 
would my master do in an old ruin, this time 
of night ?" 

" What would he be doing ?" repeated the 
stranger ; " faix, eating and drinking as good 
a drop of potheen as . ever crossed your lips ; 
and, by ray sowl, by the look of ye, ye're not 
fond of water. There's oats, too, for your 
horses ; and, though I wont promise ye feather- 
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beds, a cushla, ye'U have a good turf fire, and 
a stool to sit on ; and, faix, that's better than 
scrambling and straying over this heath all 
night. So follow me, your honour. It's folly 
wasting time." 

And striking his beast with his one spur, on 
he went, at a smart pace, followed by Sir Gerald 
and Dennis ; who kept muttering to himself 
sundry sentences, half aloud, such as — 

" I don't much like that devil-may-care kind 
of chap. Something of my ould acquaintance, 
Phelim O'Toole about him — only he's a half- 
score years yoimger. Be gorra, I'll wager it's 
not empty kegs he's got across his beast ; nor 
are they filled with water. I'll have an eye on 
you, my boy. If he puts us into a hornet's 
nest, he shall pay the piper, or my name's not 
O'Regan." 

As they followed their guide, whom they, 
with difficulty, kept in sight, the storm of rain 
and wind came on with renewed violence; 
driving fiercely in their faces, and rendering 
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the high-mettled steeds they bestrode impatient 
and fretful. 

Their guide pushed across the heath in a 
different direction to the way they were pre- 
viously going, and they came suddenly upon a 
stony, rough, bridle-road, which soon led down 
a steep dingle, through the middle of which 
ran a small rivulet, tumbling, and tossing, and 
roaring over the many impediments it en- 
countered in its course. It was now so dark-^ 
what with the fall of night, and the thick mist 
and rain — that the Colonel was forced to hallo 
to his guide, in order to ascertain where ho 
was. However, as they descended the steep 
dingle, they got sheltered from the rough pelt- 
ing of the storm ; and, getting to the bottom, 
they came upon a tolerable broad path, winding 
through the valley. Just at that moment, the 
not -to-be-mistaken sound of a large body of 
horse^ in full trot, after them, reached the ears 
of the Colonel and his attendant. Whether 
VOL. in. J> 
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their guide heard the sound or not, they could 
not say ; but he yery suddenly disappeared ; 
for though our hero halloed to him, no answer 
was returned. 

father surprised, Sir Gerald Granville had 
scarcely time to draw on one side, before a 
party of armed riders, for he could hear the 
gingling of their accoutrements as they rapidly 
rode down the dingle, came right upon them. 
As soon as they were peroeired, a sharp voice 
shouted out — 

" Stand, in the King's name, whoever you 
are ; and come forward." 

" My good sir," said Sir Gerald, laughing at 
the contradictory orders he had received, " we 
havebeen standingthese fiveminntes, onhearing 
your horse thundering down the pass, not wish- 
ing to be run over, which seemed not unlikely." 

**And pray, sir, who are you?" demanded 
the same sharp voice ; '^ and what is your 
business at this time of night in this part of 
the country?" 
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" You are easily answered, sir," replied our 
h&ro. " I am Colonel Granville, at your sct- 
vice , 'md, as to my business, at present it is 
seeking v shelter for the night." 

" A thousand pardons, Colonel," exclaimed 
the yoang officer of Dragoons, in a tone of 
great pditeness. " It's so confoundedly dark I 
can scaiooly discern my horse's head. We are 
in pursuit of a notorious gang of smugglers, 
who give themselves the name of * White 
Jacobins' ; and we expect to entrap them at 
Glencross Abbey." 

" Glencross Abbey I" echoed our hero. " I 
was going there, under the guidance of a 
fellow we met ; and who has disappeared." 

*^ Well, Colonel Granville, with your leave, 
we will proceed ; and, if you have no objection, 
1 will be your guide to this Abbey of Gten- 
cross. It will, at least, afford you some kind 
of shelter for the night ; as it is not possible 
you can make your way back across the 
moor." 

3 D 
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To this proposal, Sir Gerald willingly agreed, 
provided they could dislodge the smugglers, or 
Jacobites, he expected to find there. 

As they rode, at an easy pace, side by side, 
the young dragoon officer informed Colonel 
Granville that his name was Eeilly, and that 
he held a lieutenant's commission in the 
— Dragoons ; that he had heard the Colonel's 
name mentioned by his commanding officer, 
who, with the remainder of the troop, was 
quartered, for the time, at Tralee. 

" Have you any positive information respect- 
ing this gang or party of White Jacobites ?" 
asked Sir Gerald. ^^ I heard of them a few 
days ago, and was told that they had the 
audacity to attack several gentlemen's houses 
in the vicinity of Bantry." 

"The report. Colonel, is quite true, I am 
sorry to say," responded the lieutenant. " A 
most daring outrage has been committed by 
these rascals. The mansion of a lady of rank 
was attacked in the night, about eight days 
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ago ; and the lady's daughter, a most beautiful 
and accomplished girl, carried off." 

^' Good God, sir !" exclaimed our hero, sud- 
denly checking his horse, with a feeling of in- 
tense anxiety. ^' What is the name of the 
lady carried off?" 

^^Miss Atherstone, Colonel, of Atherstone 
Hall." 

^^ My God I can this be possible ?" exclaimed 
Sir Gerald Granville, in a yoice trembling with 
alarm and rage. ^^ I must at once proceed." 

" Nay Colonel, " interrupted the lieu- 
tenant. "Till day-light, it would be im- 
possible for you to cross the country with 
my score of men ; I have traversed many 
miles, in every direction, in hopes of discover- 
ing where the villian carried the young lady. 
Captain Stanmore, who is my commanding 
officer at Tralee, desired mo to use every exer- 
t'.on to gain some trace of Miss Atherstone ; 
and the commander of the gun- brig, at Bantry, 
imm ediately sent off two cutters to watch the 
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coast. The lady's mother, viho is in a state of 
distraction, declares that the yillains will carry 
her daughter off to the French coast. She has 
a suspicion, I suppose, who the rascals were 
set on hy," 

*^ You have given me liiost painful intel- 
ligence. Lieutenant Beilly,'' said Sir Gerald ; 
** for the Honorable Mrs. Atherstone is a very 
dear friend of mine; and the loes of her 
daughter is a terrible blow. But when we 
reach this abbey, I will thank you for any 
particulars you may have heard of the outrage. 
I can, myself, surmise who may be the author 
of the obduction." 

"Most willingly, Colonel Granville,^' re- 
plied the dragoon officer. " I will, also, lend 
you any any assistance in my power." 

At that moment, one of the dragoons, who 
was riding a-head, halted, saying that the 
walls of the abbey were close by ; and, as the 
two gentlemen rode up, they could perceive, 
through the deep gloom of the night, some- 
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thing like the outlines of a yery large build- 
ing. 

Distracted and trembling, to think what 
might be the situation of his beloved Aleen — ^in 
the power of some lawless ruffian, or in the 
hands of the same enemy who had already 
proved his deadly hatred to the Granville and 
Fitzmaurice families, Colonel Granville paid 
little attention to the manner in which Lieu- 
tenant Beilly approached the abbey. He was, 
however, soon recalled to his recollection by ^ 
sudden volley of fire-arms from the windows of 
the building before them. Whether this was 
done to intimidate them or not, he could not 
say ; but no one was hit. 

'' Draw off your men, Lieutenant," said the 
Colonel, " or they will riddle you from the 
windows. Here is a thick belt of trees. Dis- 
mount your men — ^till you reconnoitre and see 
what you are about. Excuse my giving you 
advice; but it would be uselessly exposing 
your men to keep them on this spot." 
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"I shall be delighted to be under your 
orders, Colonel," said Lieutenant Reilly ; dis- 
mounting the men, and placing the clump of 
trees between them and the building. 

" There is a stronger party within the abbey 
than you may be aware of," added he. 

At this time the rain had ceased falling, and 
the gale began to abate. Suddenly, a red ball 
was thrown from one of the loop-holes of the 
old abbey. As soon as it reached the ground, 
it broke into a brilliant crimson flame, shewing 
every thing round and about the building, as 
distinctly as in broad day. 

" Get behind the trees, men," shouted 
Colonel Granville. 

The next instant, a number of bright flashes 
burst from the loop-holes and windows of the 
abbey, while the branches and leaves of the 
trees that sheltered the men were broken and 
scattered by a volley of balls. Two of the 
men were hit, but uot severely. 

" Now then, my men, make a rush for the 
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door. We must dislodge these rascals before 
we can get shelter for the night," said Sir 
Gerald Granville. 

Headed by their lieutenant, the dragoons 
made a rush for the great door-way of the 
abbey just as the red flame expired, and before 
those within could re-load. The door, however, 
was of considerable strength, and defied, for a 
while, their utmost efforts. During that time, 
not a sound was heard in the building. 

" I have no doubt," observed the colonel to 
the lieutenant, " that these fellows have a way 
of escaping by the back ; and you have not 
men enough to surround the building. I could 
see the back while the light lasted : it has a 
very lofty wall enclosing a yard." 

A loud crash announced the giving way of 
the door ; but no discharge of fire-arms took 
place. Some of the men were provided with 
torches in tin- cases. A few of these were 
lighted ; and then they could discern a wide, 
delapidated hall, with an equally ruinous stair- 
case in front ; but no sign of the villains who 
D 3 
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had fired upon them. The men, with their 
oflS^cer, dispersed over the old edifice to dia- 
cover, if possible, the means of escape resorted 
to by the ruffians ; while Sir Gerald, with his 
mind fully occupied by matters of far greater 
interest, entered a large chamber without a 
door, preceded by O'Eegan holding a torch. 

" This is bad news, your honour has heard," 
said Dennis, as he looked into his master's 
troubled features.' " But, please God, we will 
track the scoundrels, yet. The gang that was 
here were merely smugglers. Look, sir. Be 
gorra, here's the very kegs the rascal that was 
guiding your honour into this pretty nest 
of raparrees had round his horse's neck. Faix, 
and half empty already," muttered Dennis, 
putting his nose to the bung-hole. *^Eeal 
potheen, colonel," added he, with a knowing 
smile. 

^' There's a fire in that grate," observed Sir 
Gerald. *^ Throw some of those pieces of tim- 
ber on the top of it. We want something to dry 
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US. And then see if jou can find any pro- 
Tender for the horses. That fellow spoke of 
hay and oats. They may have taken them- 
selves off ; but if there was hay, or oats, they 
are here still." 

^^ I'll himt them out, colonel, if they are to 
be had. They have been eating and drinking 
here ; for here's a piece of a ham and lashings 
of bread, on a large oak-table." 

Just then. Lieutenant BeiUy entered the 
room. 

^' The place is quite deserted, Colonel Gran- 
ville," said he; "they got out at the back; 
and the wood in the rear is of considerable ex- 
tent. I, therefore, thought it useless to at- 
tempt a pursuit in the dark. Ah ! by Jove ! 
here's food of some sort, which will be very 
acceptable to the men, who have found plenty 
of hay and straw, and a large chest of oats in 
an out-house ; but the building itself, excepting 
one large room where I have quartered my 
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men, is totally destitute of furniture, and in a 
perfectly ruinous state," 

"Most likely," returned Sir Gerald Granville. 
" They merely used the place as a rendezvous. 
If I'remember right, Glencross Abbey is close 
to an inlet of the sea, navigable at high water. 
Perhaps the vaults under the abbey may con- 
tain tubs or other contraband articles." 

"We shall make a search at day-break, 
colonel," responded the lieutenant. "By the 
way, this fire is very cheering." And the 
lieutenant drew a bench over, and sat down by 
Sir Gerald. 

"I. will thank you, Lieutenant Eeilly," said 
Colonel Granville, " if you will let me kupw 
all you have heard of the abduction of Miss 
Atherstone. In a few hours it will bo day- 
light ; and as I do not wish to lose a moment, 
I shall set out as soon as the dawn appears. I 
hope the men are not severely hurt." 

" Mere flesh-wounds, colonel," returned the 
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lieutenant. "I shall likewise leave at day- 
break ; and will now let you know all I heard 
of this daring abduction. It seems by the 
account of the servants, who were found bound 
^^^ g^gg^^j t^^t there were nearly twenty 
men with white-scarfs over their shoulders, 
and black crape over their faces. They de- 
scribed the leader of the men, who were all 
armed with carbine and pistol, as a tall, 
powerful man. He was masked. They carried 
off both Miss Atherstone and her attendant, 
who slept in the same chamber. They first 
secured Mrs. Atherstone in her room ; for 
when the domestics were set free by the people 
who came up from the village and forced the 
door of her chamber, she was found dressed, 
and lying insensible on tha floor. It appears 
that the family had only just retired. In fact, 
the mansion was broken into before the inmates 
had gone to led." 

" And is it possible," exclaimed Sir Gerald 
Granville, " that no resistance was made by 
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the servants — no alann given to the tenantry 
in the vicinity ? How did they effect an en- 
trance ? Sorely in the present disturbed state 
of the country, some precautions must have 
been taken in a mansion containing not only 
the family, but, no doubt, much valuable pro- 
perty." 

^^ There is much mystery about the affair, 
Colonel Granville," replied Lieutenant Eeilly ; 
" but the alarm spread all over the country the 
next day. The tenantry armed themselves, 
and hunted the whole vicinity for miles round. 
When intelligence reached Captain Stanmore 
at Tralee, he sent me, with these twenty 
troopers, to scour the country. The men who 
committed the outrage were said to be white. 
Jacobites. But Mrs. Atherstone, though dread- 
fully ill, sent her servant with a verbal message 
to me, stating that the men were led by a 
person she knew ; but declined mentioning his 
name ; at the same time requesting me to con- 
tinue searching the country, and to give infor- 
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« 

mation to the captain of the gun-brig, as she 
greatly feared the abductors intended to take 
her daughter across the seas. This is all the 
information, colonel, I can give you. Yester- 
day I received private intelligence that a party 
of white Jacobins were to rendezvous at Glen- 
cross Abbey. This led to our accidental meet- 
ing. And now I am quite ready to assist you 
in your search for this unfortunate young 
lady.'^ 

"You are very kind, Lieutenant Eeilly," 
said Colonel Granville ; " and I duly appre- 
ciate your offer. But I must first proceed to 
Atherstone Hall, and see Mrs. Atherstone her- 
self. I have every reason to think I know the 
perpetrator of this outrage." 

Lieutenant Beilly easily perceived how 
painful the subject was to his companion ; and, 
to change the conversation, and pass the time, 
for sleep was out of the question, he made 
some remark about the antiquity of the build- 
ing they were in. 
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" I have heard," returned Sir Gerald, " that 
this was a monastery of some note ; and, in 
the time of Henry VIII., it had for Abbot 
Ignatius Kildare, one of the uncles of the 
unfortunate Lord Thomas Fitzgerald, who 
were cruelly executed by orders of Henry. 
The Abbot, refusing to take the oath of supre- 
macy, was seized and executed; the monks 
were banished, and the Abbey nearly de- 
stroyed by the outrages of the troops sent 
against it." 

Thus passed the night. The only refresh- 
ment they could procure was a little spirits 
and water. The bread, &c., they found 
left by the smugglers, were given to the men. 
Good fires, from the heaps of old timber about 
the place, dried their garments, and the forage 
found, made the horses fresh and vigorous for 
the next day's work. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



Leayino Lieutenant Reilly to follow up his 
pursuit of the gang driven out of the Abbey, 
Sir Gerald Granville and his attendant, with 
a peasant, procured in the vicinity for a guide, 
retraced their way through the valley, till 
they got upon the direct road to Bantry, which 
place they reached early in the day. During 
the ride the Colonel and Dennis O'Regan 
talked over the late melanchoUy event, and the 
deep distress the Honorable Mrs. Atherstone 
must be in at the loss of her niece. Like his 
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master, Dennis was firmly convinced that the 
O'Gradys were the perpetrators of the out- 
rage at Atherstone Hall ; but what their object 
could be in such an act, it was not possible for 
Gerald Granville to surmise ; for he was not 
aware of William O'Grady^s pursuit of 
Aleen. 

*^I was just thinking, sir," suddenly re- 
marked O'Eegan, ^^ suppose we were to search 
the old tower on Bear Island. It served them 
before as a place of refuge ; and, faix, it's not 
unlikely they might use it again. They can^t 
know your honor is in this country ; and no 
one else would think of such a place." 

^^ It's not an unlikely place, Dennis," replied 
our hero ; " but I differ from you with respect 
to their not knowing of my return. They 
liave spies, depend on it ; and I think that 
fellow last night was one, and intended decoy- 
ing us into the Abbey, and probably securing 
our persons for a time till they perfected their 
plans. If they were smugglers, it's rather un- 



THE WABHAWK, 67 

Kkely they would take us to their haunts. By 
the way, they fired from the windows. My 
idea is, they merely wished to intimidate the 
military, for the shots all struck high above 
our heads; and the two men hit were from 
glancing shots. They felt quite sure of 
being able to leave the Abbey long before 
the doors could be forced ; and, as to pursuit 
in the night through the thick entangled wood 
of Mucross, would be mere folly for mounted 
troopers." 

*• Faix, your honour, begging pardon, but we 
were foolish to leave the Castle, and cross this 
country at all, without a party of your honoris 
retainers, well armed and mounted, with us. 
That villain, 0' Grady, would think little of at- 
tempting to take your life. You remember 
the narrow escape. Colonel, yoti had in Lon- 
don. It's the same villain, be gorra ! I wish 
I had a shot at him, any how." 

^'You are not far wrong, Dennis; still you 
must bear in mind, that this same 0' Grady, 
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bad and yillanous as his acto have been, is 
still the son-in-law of Sir Vrance Granville, 
who probably was murdered through his vile 
projects — but it is fearful to think of such a 
crime. Had he openly come forward as the 
husband of Sir Trance's eldest daughter, I 
should, as I stated to Mr. Briefless, have been 
most happy to settle a handsome income on 
his son, as he is justly intitled to it. But all 
my proposals were scorned ; and they sought 
to gain the whole inheritance by crime.'* 

Besting their horses a couple of hours at 
Bantry, the Colonel, whose mind perpetually 
rested upon the situation of his beloved Aleen, 
pushed on with a mounted guide across the 
hills for Atherstone Hall. It was getting late 
when he arrived at Kenmare ; therefore, leav- 
ing Dennis with the horses, at a small inn, he 
set out, late as it was, for the Hall, distant 
about a mile. 

His summons for admittance was answered 
by two stout serving men, followed by the old 



h 
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butler, who knew the Colonel at once, having 
been on the continent with Mrs, Atherstone. 

"Oh, Sic Gerald Granville, I am rejoiced 
you are arrived !" exclaimed the old man ; 
" though my mistress did not expect you could 
possibly be here so soon after her letter. Ah, 
it will quite revive her." 

" I did not get any letter, Stevens," said the 
Colonel, entering a sitting-room ; " but how is 
your good lady? This has been a terrible 
shock to her." 

** Nearly kUled her, sir — ^nearly killed her," 
replied the old butler, in a tone of great affec- 
tion. " But, please God, Colonel, you will be 
able to restore Miss Atherstone to our good 
lady ; it will kill her else. Here comes Mrs. 
Jenkins, whom you know ; she will tell you 
all. I will go and see that supper and cham- 
bers are prepared." 

*' Start a boy down to the village, then, 
Stevens, and desire him to send O'Began up ; 
but leave the horses there." 
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*^ Why SO Colonel ? Mistress ordered every- 
hing here to be got ready for your reception : 
she heard of your arrival at Castle Granville, 
and sent a special messenger off the day before 
yesterday," 

"Ha, that was the day I left," rejoined 
Colonel Granville. 

Mrs. Jenkins entered the room, at that mo- 
ment, with a countenance expressing consider- 
able pleasure on beholding the Colonel. Mrs. 
Jenkins had lived with Mrs. Atherstone from 
the period of her marriage, and was exceed- 
ingly attached to her and Aleen. 

" This is a very melancholy business, Colonel 
Granville," said the dame, after addressing a 
few common-place observations to Sir Gerald ; 
"but the knowledge that you have arrived, 
has had quite a rallying effect upon my 
mistress. She insists on seeing you after you 
have had some supper, for she has not yet re- 
tired to rest. Tour faithful follower, O^Eegan, 
will feel double interest in hunting after these 
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villains; for they carried oflF his daughter, 
Jessy, with our dear young lady." 

" His daughter Jessy I" exclaimed the 
Colonel, greatly surprised ; " how came she 
here, Mrs. Jenkins ?" 

" In passing through Oxfordshire," replied 
Mrs. Jenkins, " and visiting your place there, 
to see Mrs. O'Began, and tell her she left you 
and her husband well at Turin, Miss Aleen 
took such a fancy to Jessy, and she to her, 
that she came here with us ; and an affectionate 
girl she is." 

^^I am rejoiced, Mrs. Jenkins," said the 
Colonel, " that Aleen has Jessy with her." 

" You will be better able to judge of the 
affair when you hear my mistress's account of 
it," rejoined Mrs. Jenkins ; " for many reasons 
she does not wish to make all the particulars 
public. But here is Stevens with your supper. 
By the time you have finished, my lady will 
be ready to receive you." 

^* I care little for food, my dear Mrs. Jen- 
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kinp," returned the C 'onel, "for as Aleen's 
situation occupies all my thoughts, I only wait 
to hear Mrs. Atherstone's account to commence 
active search after her abductors." 

" Ah, God send the dear child safe from the 
hands of those wretches !" exclaimed Mrs. 
Jenkins ; " but I hear my lady's bell. I will 
come for you, Colonel, when my mistress is 
ready to receive you. You will perceive how 
much this misfortune has afflicted and altered 
her." 

In half an hour after, Sir Gerald was ushered 
into a saloon, where Mrs. Atherstone was re- 
clining on a couch. Our hero was shocked to 
perceive the effect a few days illness and 
severe mental distress had produced on the 
fine features of Aleen's aunt. Kissing, with 
much emotion, the small, thin hand extended 
to him, the Colonel sat down beside her. 
Tears were in her eyes as she pressed his hand, 
and her voice faltered as she said — 

"You cannot think, my dear friend, how 
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your presence revives me. I will now make a 
strong effort, and not give way to despair. Ah, 
Colonel Granville, you cannot imagine what I 
have suffered ! but you were right ; your sur- 
mise was correct. Aleen is my own, my own 
bebved child. To know this and to lose 
her I" 

The Colonel was not surprised ; he expected 
this discovery. IIow she came to find it out 
now, he was curious to know. With the 
kindest and most soothing words, Gerald won 
Mrs. Atherstonc, to a certain degree, from her 
deep grief, and led her to look forward with 
hope. 

** If not too great a trial," said he, " let me 
know all the particulars of this daring outrage. 
Such knowledge will, in a measure, guide my 
actions." 

" You shall know all, my dear friend," re- 
plied Mrs. Atherstone. ^' I could not go to 
rest till I unburdened my mind to you." 

Mrs. Atherstone first informed Sir Gerald 

TOL. III. E 
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of her last interview with her brother Ulickj 
and of his having given her a miniature. She 
also told him what passed at that interview, 
with which the reader is already acquainted. 
We resume her narrative from the period when 
she encountered the stranger, who assumed the 
name of Fitzmaurice. 

" When Aleen," continued Mrs. Atherstone, 
" discovered by the initials on the fowling- 
piece, that the person, under the fictitious 
name of Fitzmaurice, was, undoubtedly, Wil- 
liam Granville O'Grady, I was neither much 
surprised Bor annoyed. I had promised my 
brother Ulick that I would permit Mr. 0' Grady 
to visit us, and win Aleen's affections if he 
could. 

" * I do not,' said Ulick, * wish or intend, to 
force her inclinations. She is very young. 
Many older, he added, bitterly, * have changed 
their minds. She may not be different from 
others of her sex.' 

" I made no remark ; but I thought that, 



THE WARHAWK. 75 

after all, XJlick knew little of the female heart. 
So I let things be as he wished, and looked 
forward to a visit from Mr. 0' Grady. I could 
partly imagine that person's reason for making 
his appearance under an assumed name ; for he 
might well fancy that Aleen, knowing your 
history, would have an invincible aversion to, 
if not hatred of the name of O'Grady. Under 
this impression, I advised Aleen not to avoid 
Mr. O'Grady when he ^visited us ; for, after a 
few visits, he would see the inutility of perse- 
vering. At this period, I was also very un- 
easy concerning the fate of my brother. I 
heard that the attempt of the Pretender had 
signally failed ; and that many of the leaders 
and others engaged in the intended insurrection 
had been captured and imprisoned, and were to 
be tried for high treason. I had no immediate 
means of gaining precise information ; but in a 
short time the names of those imprisoned in 
Edinburgh and the Tower of London, were 
s 2 
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made public. O'Connor was not amongst 
them." 

"I congratulate you, my dear madam," in- 
terposed the Colonel. 

** Mr. O'Grady," resumed Mrs. Atherstone, 
** became a frequent visitor ; and though 
Aleen, to please me, who wished strictly 
to fulfil my brother's injunctions, bore the 
infliction patiently ; still it was easy to see her 
utter scorn and aversion of our guest. Bitter- 
ness, and even fierceness, at times characterised 
his manner and looks, when he perceived 
Aleen' s dislike to his conversation ; so I de- 
termined at last to put an end to it. In fact, 
he had declared his love to Aleen herself. 
One evening, about two months after our first 
acquaintance, when I was sitting alone with 
Mr. O'Qrady, Aleen having retired under the 
plea of indisposition, I determined to come ta^ 
an explanation, and said — 

^"^It is better, Mr. Fitzmaurice, that we 
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should thoroughly understaud each other, and 
not carry on this deception any longer.' 

"My visitor turned round abruptly, and, 
with a surprised expression of countenance, 
said — 

" ^ What can you mean, madam ?" 

" * Simply,' I replied, * that although I re- 
ceived you into my house as Mr. Fitzmaurice, I 
am well aware that your name is O'Grady.' 

" He started up ; his face flushed, and his 
dark eyes actually flashed with anger. 

" Who, madam, has dared to insinuate that 
I have deceived you in — '' 

" ^ Nay, Mr. O'Grady,' I interrupted, * it is 
quite useless to think of persisting in mislead- 
ing me. We were aware, from the first hour, 
of your name being William Granville O'Grady. 
Nay, hear me out. I do not accuse you of any 
thing dishonourable in taking another name, 
circumstanced as you were. I gave my word 
to my brother, XJlick O'Connor, to receive you 
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in my house — should yau think fit to visit 
us — as a suitor to the daughter of 0^ Connor.' 

" I looked him full in the face. A scornful 
and singular smile, or rather sneer, cuiled hi^ 
short upper lip as I spoke, giving a most dis- 
agreeable expression to his otherwise handsome 
features." 

Mrs. Atberstone paused awhile, for much 
afiUction had weakened her ; and Sir Gerald 
was left a prey to tormenting apprehensions. 

At length the lady said — 

" I resume my story, though it tortures me. 
I told Mr. O'Grady that my brother had left 
his daughter free, so far that he solemnly 
declared he would never force her inclina- 
tions. You have now," continued I, " had 
an opportunity of trying whether her affec- 
tion is likely to be won by you. You declared 
your love for her yesterday, and she calmly 
and quietly told you ^he had bestowed her 
affections on one worthy of them, and that tli9.t 
must be a sufficient answer. She then left yoa, 
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and she now declares she will not again subject 
herself to such importunities.^' • 

" * Well, upon my word, madam,' inter- 
rupted Mr, 0' Grady, ^ you are at least candid, 
and speak plainly. I did come under an 
assumed name, simply because I suspected an 
nnjnst — a most unjust — prejudice existed in 
your minds against the name of O'Grady. I 
am dispossessed of my rightful inheritance by 
an iniquitous will; and absurd and lying 
reports have been circulated, throwing a slur 
npon our name. Knowing this, madam, and 
that, no doubt, your niece was equally well 
acquainted with these false rumours, I deter- 
mined to try my fortune as a suitor for O'Con- 
nor's daughter, with her father's approbation, 

4 

under an assumed name. I can now partly 
imagine how my incognito was discovered. I 
recollect a trifling incident that struck me at 
the time. However, let it be. You have 
have spoken to me plainly and candidly enough, 
madam. I will be equally sincere with you. 
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Use your influence, madam, with Aleen to 
accept me, and, in return, I will disclose a 
secret of infinite importance to you to learn.' 

" * You arc mistaken, Mr. O'Grady,' I re- 
plied, ^ in supposing that any secret you could 
unfold would urge me to exert any influence 
over Aleen's affections. I will be even more 
candid, and tell you honestly, that your 
wishes would never have my consent or appro- 
bation.' 

"*WelI, madam,' returned he, *I will not 
any longer intrude upon your hospitality ; but, 
before we part, I may as well be explicit with 
you. William O'Qrady never abandoned a 
project he once fixed his heart and mind 
upon. If I cannot have the hand of Aleen 
with her consent or yours, I must be content 
to take it how and when I can ; but have it I 
will.' 

"And, with this insolent defiance, he ab- 
ruptly departed, leaving me perfectly bewil- 
dered." 
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Sir Gerald sprang to his feet, and paced the 
room in a frenzy of rage, 

" I see, by your flushed face, Colonel," said 
Mrs. Atherstone, " and by your fierce gestures, 
that my recital has greatly agitated you. But 
I implore you to be calm, if possible. We 
must bear our trials. Hear me with patience. 
Careful thought, self-possession, and deliberate 
counsel are needful in our present calamity. 
Passion will not aid us." 

" I know it," returned our hero, " But 
who can appear to be at ease while suffering 
torture on the rack? I will try, however, 
to suppress my feelings, and listen atten- 
tively." 

*^ Thank you," rejoined Mrs. Atherstone. 
" After some consideration, I determined to 
keep to my own mind the parting words of 
Mr. 0' Grady, and therefore merely told Aleen 
that I had come to an explanation with him, 
and that ho had left the house in an angry 
mood. 
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*> 

" * I trust in God,' said Aleen, * that we shall 
never see him again^' 

^<And 80 the matter dropped, though I 
felt very uneasy at the threat uttei:ed by 
Mr. O'Grady." 

"What ensued?" asked Sir Gerald, impar 
tiently. 

**Why," replied Mrs. Atherstone, "thq 
oountry, shortly after, became in a very trouble4 
state. Factions were being formed all over 
the land. I had a great idea of leaving. the 
country, and residing for a time in DubliQ» 
But Aleen, who had no fear, declared the 
place was so lovely and tranquil, and thQ 
people in our vicinity so attached to us, that sb^ 
could not bear ^he thought of leaving it and 
them ; and that she was averse to the npise 
and bustle ond gaiety of a city. I therefore 
abandoned that project. Alas ! how unfortu- 
nate was it that I did so 1 Still I took, 
precautions^ and had some additional male 
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domestics to sleep in the house. Time wore 
on. All in our neighbourhood remained per- 
fectly tranquil; and, in the course of a tew 
months, I lost nearly all reooUection of Mr. 
O'Grady's threats. More than three quarters 
of a year had gone by since I had last seen 
that person, whose name we never mentioned.'' 

Having reached this part of her narrative, 
Mrs. Atherstone seemed unable to proceed. 
At length she summoned resolution. 

" On one fatal night," said she, " we had 
retired to rest somewhat later than usual. 
Aleen's apartments were in the south wing 
of the mansion, facing the bay, as she loved 
the view fro:n her window, beyond any 
other. We parted at my door — I kissed her, 
and bade her good night. The hour was late, 
for we had sat up conversing on many topics, 
and, in truth, my dear friend, you were the 
principal subject of our conversation ; for Mrs. 
McMahon had sent us a published account 
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of the famous battle of Blenheim, in ^hich 
your name was mentioned as having been 
the officer who rendered such effective as- 
sistance to the Prince of Hanover. The house- 
hold was apparently still and in repose, and 
I had dismissed Mrs, Jenkins to her own 
chamber. I was not undressed, wishing to 
read a few pages of a work I was interested 
in, when a succession of shrieks reached n y 
ear, petrifying me with fear and astonishments 
A violent crash followed, and then the report 
of fire-arms. I rushed to my door : it was 
fastened without." 

" Ha !" interrupted Sir Gerald, with a start^ 
" was it so ? Then there was a traitor amongst 
your own domestics." 

" I thought so at first," replied Mrs. 
Atherstone, with a heavy sigh. " But cir- 
cumstances lead me to coDJocture that I 
was bolted in by one of the ruffians them- 
selves." 
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" But, my dear madam," urged Sir Gerald, 
" the interior of your mansion must have 
been well known to the villains, or, in so 
short a time, your chamber could not have 
been discovered." 

"As I continue," observed Mrs. Atherstone, 
" you will see why I think I was bolted in 
by the robbers themselves. When I found 
I could not get from my chamber, my agony 
was inconceivable. I flew to the window, 
and threw it up. Alas I its height was above 
thirty feet from the ground, and the night 
was very dark. What availed my piercing 
cries for assistance ? The village is more than 
a mile distant ; and the nearest cottages of 
my tenants are nearly half a mile. Again 
I rushed to the door: it was opened, and 
the tall figure of a man, whose face was 
covered with a silk mask, and who had a 
white scarf round his shoulder and body, 
entered my apartment. I know him in a 
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tiioment. My heart, my fears, told me I 
beheld William O'Grady. ^ Oh, cowardly vil- 
lain I' I exclaimed. ' Where is my child ? 
What is your purpose in committing this 
daring outrage ?^ 

" * This outrage, madam,' replied O'Qrady, 
removing his mask and fixing his fierce eyes 
upon me, *is the consequence of your own 
obstinacy; you refused to exert yourself in 
my favor. Perhaps now, you will accede to 
my terms. Know that Aleen is your own 
child, and not XJlick O'Connors. To suit his 
own purpose, which I have no time to explain, 
he deceived you. If, therefore, Aleen was 
dear to you before, she ought to be doubly 
so now. Swear, then, to consent to my 
union with her, and I leave this house, and 
your daughter shall be restored to you. Re- 
fuse, and I follow my own plans.' " 

" Consummate villain I" ejaculated Sir 
Geralds 
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*^ I listened,'^ resumed Mrs. Atberstone, 
^^ to this speech of O'Grady in mute amaze- 
ment and horror, while a feeling of intense 
joy struggled amid the wild chaos of thoughts 
that whirled through mj brain. Aleen, then*, 
was my own beloved child ! I had always 
felt a mother's feelings for her : she clung 
to my heart with a strange tenacity. But I 
had no time to indulge in thoughts and 
feelings. 

" * Bo quick, madam/ exclaimed O'Grady. 
' Will you swear to — * 

" * Never,' interrupted I, ' will I consent 
to bestow my child upon such as you. You 
dare not commit this outrage.' 

" ' Dare not !' echoed he ; and with a fierce 
laugh he shook my grasp from his arm, and 
turned to quit the room. I rushed after him ; 
but the villain slammed the door in my face, 
striking me with violence on the forehead, 
and throwing me back insensible on the 
floor." 
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Sir Gerald was again unable to master his 
feelings. His face was flushed and his hands 
were clenched with fierce resentment ; while 
Mrs. Atherstone buried her face in her hands, 
and wept passionately, as the painful recollec- 
tion of that fatal hour was vividly recalled. 

" I have little more to say, my dear friend," 
observed Mrs. Atherstone, after several minutes 
had passed. 

" When I recovered from a long insensibility, 
I learned that my child was gone. I felt some 
relief when I heard that O'Eegan's daughter} 
Jessy, was carried off also, as it showed some 
regard to the feelings of my poor child. I 
need not describe to you my agony. I sent 
messengers every where ; and a large party of 
my tenantry armed themselves and set out with 
the intention of tracking the abductors. Cap- 
tain Stanmore, the commanding officer of a 
troop of Dragoons quartered in Tralee, im- 
mediately dispatched a lieutenant and twenty 
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men to scour the country ; for it is believed 
that the outrage was committed by a party of 
White Jabobins ; but I believe they only wore 
the white scarfs to deceive. My own opinion 
was that they would attempt to carry Alcen to 
the continent, and there force her to become the 
wife of this William 0' Grady, I see, Colonel, 
that you suffer great anguish of mind. It is 
the will of God to inflict this blow. We must 
yet trust to His mercy to relievo us. In my 
fall, singular enough, I broke the small locket- . 
case I wore round my neck, and a miniature 
fell from it. Mrs. Jenkins picked it up, for I 
had fainted. On recovering, I was, as you 
may suppose, astonished on recognizing a small 
portrait of myself, which she remembered was 
missed at the period of Aleen's birth. Besides 
the miniature, there was a folded paper, closely 
written over. She put them both aside, till I 
should be able to read the manuscript. After 
a time, I found it was a letter from my brother 
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Uliok, explaining his reasons for the cracl act 
he had committed in deprirlug me of my child. 
The secret it contained had been alreadj dis- 
closed by O^Qrady. Beside?, from the moment 
yoD so abruptly qaestioned my brother aa to 
^een's birth, the subject never left my mind. 
Hany things that occurred at that, to me, most 
painful period, came fresh tomyrecollection; and, 
though I had no proof, still I felt satisfied that 
Aleen was my own child. Another time I will 
read you Uliek's letter. The deed he had per- 
petrated, was forced upon him by that bigoted 
priest. Father Ignatius, a Spaniard. 

" ' Save its soul,' whispered the priest; * let 
it not imbibe with its lips, the seeds of 



" At that time, Dlick, gloomy and stricken 
in mind and body, yielded to the priest's 
wishes ; and I was made to believe my child 
had died. My nurse, for gold, betrayed me. 
I was so near death myself, that I knew 
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nothing of what passed at the time. The child 
was restored to me by Ulick himself, as I have 
akeady related to you. What his plans then 
were, or whether any compunctious feelings 
touched his heart or not, it is difficult to say. 
But even now, so bigoted is he, that he would, 
if Aleen could have been won from her first 
and only love, have sacrificed her happiness 
and mine by uniting her to a Koman- Catholic, 
although he must have known the man to be 
vicious and depraved. 

" I now, my dear friend, feel rather fatigned, 
though cheered in heart by your arrival. The 
hour is late. To-morrow morning, we will 
again converse on this subject, and decide what 
steps can be taken to restore Aleen to us both ; 
for no obstacle now remains to prevent a 
union that would not only tend to my child's 
felicity and my peace, but would also ensure 
her a protector able to shield her from further 
persecution." 
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Gerald saw that Mrs. Atherstone was ex- 
hausted. After some exBressions of his love 
for Aleen, and his deep gratitude to herself, he 
pressed the hand held out to him, and retired 
for the night, to ponder over plans to rescue 
Aleen from the hands of her persecutor. 
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CHAPTER V. 



In the meantime, gentle reader, what has 
become of our fair heroine, Aleen Atherstone ? 
On that eventful night when she and her 
favorite attendant, Jessy O'Eegan, were carried 
off, Aleen was reading, and her maid finishing 
some needle-work, when they heard the first 
alarm given to the inmates of the mansion. 
Thunder-struck by the uproar, they stood for a 
moment bewildered. Suddenly, their door was 
burst open, . and four men, with their faces 
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blackened and white scarfs over their shoulders 
entered their room, led by a tall man, masked. 
Appalled at the sight, Alcen stood like a statue: 
pale as death, and gazing at the intruders; 
while Jessy, who was veiy timid, threw her- 
self on the bed, shrieking with terror. 

"Take them both," said the tall man. 
" Wrap them in the mantles ; but treat them 
gently, and bear them to the boat." 

Then, turning on his heel, he left the room. 

The sound of his Toice was enough. Aleen 
at ODce recognised William O'Grady. Her 
natural spirit and firmness returned; and 
knowing how useless resistance would be 
against her abductors, she desired the men^ 
who approached with the mantles, to leave her 
at liberty, and she would follow them. To 
this they would not consent ; but enveloping 
her and the screaming and struggling Jessy in 
ample mantles, they bore them from the man- 
sion without their having the power to see or 
hear what was going on in the house. 
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Though half stifled by the heavy folds of the 
mantle, and excessively alarmed, Aleen did 
not lose her presence of mind. What would 
not her beloved aunt suflter ? And what could 
be the object of O'Grady^s daring outrage? 
These thoughts occupied her during her pas- 
sage, supported by two men, to the beach. 
When placed in the boat, she heard one of the 
men say, as if addressing Jessy — 

" Cry away, darlint. 'Twill clear your 
throat." 

" It's chirping after its sweetheart," said an- 
other, laughing. 

" Oh, faix, she shall have plenty of sweet- 
hearts where she's going," declared a third. 
" Wait till daylight, aoushla, and maybe you'll 
take a liking to my own handsome face." 

"Silence, there!" vociferated the voice of 
O'Grady ; " and push the boat off." 

Aleen felt the boat move, and then hesord 
the fall of oars into the water. In a few 
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minutes more, some one unfastened the mantle 
from about her head ; and then she heard 
0' Grady say — 

" You can remove the mantle, madam, if 
you find it inconvenient, and wish for fresh 
air." 

•Aleen quietly removed the cloak from her 
head and face ; and, turning round, beheld 
0' Grady steering the boat which was pulled 
by four men. Above a dozen men were in the 
boat besides. 

In a cold, cutting tone, Aleen said, looking 
steadily into O'Grady's face — 

^' It did not require this outrage to convince 
me that Mr. 0' Grady was a coward. I ask no 
mercy from you, sir ; and scorn to solicit my 
liberty, even were it likely to be granted. But 
I know and feel that your projects will be de- 
feated, and a bitter retribution fall upon your 
head." 

Then folding the mantle round her person, 



THE WABHAWK. 97 

Aleen, with a dignity and calmness whioh 
seemed to have an effect upon the rude and 
lawless men in the hoat, turned from her per- 
secutor, and tried to console poor Jessy* 

" Well, madam," returned William O'Grady, 
in a careless, sneering tone, '^ I am rejoiced to 
see you take this affair so easily and calmly-— 
I really admire firmness and decision in your 
charming sex ; and as to your kind opinion of 
me, I must trust to time and attention to effect 
a change in that* IS'ow, my men, pull away. 
I see the lights right before you.'* 

Aleen cast a glance over the dark water, 
with a disconsolate feeling agitating her little 
heart. Though she inwardly trembled at the 
thought of being in the power of the lawless 
man, who had torn her from her home, she, 
nevertheless, determined to shew a bold and 
firm front to meet the misfortune that had 
fallen upon her. 

" Oh," she mentally exclaimed, " if my own 

VOL. ni. F 
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Gerald was near I But alas ! miles of land 
and sea separate us !" 

So, at least, she thought, not having re- 
ceived any intelligence of Colonel Granville's 
arrival in Ireland. 

From these bitter reflections, she was roused 
by the boat's running alongside a long, low 
•craft, with tall, tapering spars raking over her 
stern. The vessel had not a single sail set ; 
for, up to that moment, not a breath of wind 
disturbed the still water upon which The War- 
hawk tranquilly floated. A voice from the 
deck hailed the boat as it shot up alongside ; 
and several lanterns were swung over her low 
bulwarks. 

" All right, all right," exclaimed one of the 
men in the bow of the boat, as he laid hold 
with a boat-hook. 

The oars were then laid in, and the boat 
rendered stationary, so that those in her might 
kscend the side. A ladder of a few steps served 
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to ascend ; but Jessy, whose terror was very 
great, sobbed loudly as she was helped aboard 
by one of the rough men. 

Aleen refused the aid of William 0' Grady, 
and^ ascending easily enough of her own aO' 
cord, stood upon the deck of the lugger, sur- 
rounded by the wild and lawless crew ; while 
ihose in the boat scrambled up the side joking 
and laughing and bantering each other. 

" Well, my beauties," exclaimed one of the 
.crew,liolding his lantern so as to examine the 
faces of those coming on board, ^^ all alive and 
kicking. None of ye lost the number of your 
mess ?" 

^* No, old boy, sorra one," replied the new- 
comer. " There wasn't as much powder burnt 
.as would singe the whiskers of a cat. So heave 
up, and let us be moving. There's a breeze 
rising, and it's better to get clear of the bay 
before daylight." 

^^ Come^ Mahony, don't let the men stand 
loitering,'' said William O'Qiady. *' A couple 
F 8 
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of small cutters are cruizing off the mizen; 
but the brig is at anchor in Bantry, getting a 
new fore- top-mast." 

" Ay, ay, sir. We shall be under weigh in 
a jiffy when the breeze comes. She'll not care 
a curse for all the cutters afloat. So heave 
away, boys." 

" Now, madam," said O'Grady, approaching 
Aleen, who stood silent and motionless, her 
heart beating painfully, while Jessy clung to 
her mistress's arm, " now, madam, will you 
follow me to the cabin ?" 

Glad to escape hearing the language and 
jokes of the men, Aleen and her attendant 
descended into the cabin of The Warhawk. It 
was a large and very handsome cabin, lighted 
by a safety lamp suspended from the roof. 
Having shown them in, O'Grady stood for a 
moment with an uncertain expression on his 
features — some thought was evidently passing 
through his brain. However, he suddenly 
roused himself, and, simply saying — 



^^You may seek repose, madam. On my 
soul and honor, no liying being shall molest 
you." 

^^ Honor !" echoed Aleen, bitterly, and cast-^ 
ing a look of reproach and disgust upon the 
features of O'Grady, who coloured to the very 
temples ; but, without uttering another word, 
retired, closing the door after him* 

Aleen, then, with a heavy sigh, threw her- 
self upon a couch, and, no longer able to re- 
sist the feeling of despair creeping over her, 
burst into a flood of tears« Jessy, one of the 
kindest-hearted of maidens, though excessively 
timid, no sooner beheld her mistress give way 
to grief, than she cast herself at her feet, for- 
getting her own sorrow and fear ; and, taking 
her young mistress's hand, she repeatedly 
kissed.it, imploring her not to firet, for God 
would help them, and punish those horrid 
wretches who had so cruelly torn them from 
their home. 

" Oh," exclaimed she, " if the good Colonel 
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and my own father were here, they would soon 
release us." 

" Yes, Jessy," returned Aleen. " Would to 
God they were ? But who can tell to what part 
of the world this terrible and wicked man 
may take us ? Perhaps to France or Spain." 

Jessy used all the arguments her kind but 
simple nature dictated to console her mistress 
during the remainder of that miserable night. 
But when the dull grey light of early dawn 
struggled through the sky -light, both mistress 
and maid bad fallen into a kind of troubled 
slumber* 

In the mean time. The Warhawk, with 
a light breeze from the west, glided from 
the bay of Eenmare ; and just as the sun 
rose, she was running between the Island 
called the Dorses, and the point of Ballybay. 
William O'Grady was still upon deck, having 
merely wrapped himself in his mantle and 
stretched himself on the deck for an hour 
or two. 



TBUB WABHAWK< 103 

As they ran out fi!oiii the sound, and 
opened the ivide expanse of Bantry Bay, he 
perceiyed a cutter, with a pennant flying at 
her mast-head, standing into Bearhaven.—* 
While looking at her with his glass, she 
suddenly alteted her course ; and shooting up 
in the wind, hent in stays, and, as soon as 
her sails filled on the other tack, she stood 
out so as to cross the lugger's course. 

'^ Curse that fellow T' said O'Grady ; ^< had 
we been an hour later, he would have been 
in Bearhayen. Now, though our papers ar« 
all right, it won't do to let him come near 
us with our present captiyes on board. W^ 
must giye him a run of it." 

^^ Faix, I'd cripple him with our long gun^ 
sir," said ' Mahony ; ^* or else he may lead us 
a dance to the coast of France. They say 
the two cutters sail well ; but nothing to the 
brig." 

^^ That would condemn The Warhawk from 
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fhifl out; firing upon a king's ship/' re- 
turned O'Grady, "and as my father is still 
in danger somewhere on the coast; I do not 
like setting them at defiance yet. £eep her 
a point or two more to the southward, and 
let us see how that fellow sails. It certainly 
won't do to let him gain the least clue to the 
place of our retreat." 

The sheets were slacked, and The Warhawk 
l)ore away to the southward and eastward* 
The cutter was not more than three miles 
from them, under her mainsail, jib, and 
foresail, going free. The next moment her 
gaff topsail was hoisted. It was a nice sailing 
breeze ; and after about an hour's proress, the 
crew of the lugger perceived that, if they 
pleased, they could run her out of sight. Still 
it would throw them greatly off their course ; 
and, as the wind then was, make it im- 
possible for them to reach their destination 
that night. 
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This pursuit, bj the cutter, rendered 
O'Grady, who was already irritable, quite 
furious* 

^' Lower your mainsail, Mahony," said the 
commander of The Warhawk. ^^ Let that fellow 
creep up to us ; and get our long gun 
ready. The water is so smooth, we ought 
to be able to knock their mast-head about their 
ears." 

" That's the ticket, my lads," shouted 
Dennis Mahony to the lawless men aboard, 
every one of whom had forfeited his life ten 
times over to the laws of his country, and 
cared not a jot for consequences. Down went 
the main lug ; and, bawling in the fore sheet, 
the lugger slackened her speed. The long gun 
of The Warhawk — a very formidable piece 
in those days— rwas run along her flush deck, 
and made ready to fire upon the advancing 
cutter, which, the moment she came within a 
mile, fired a gun, but not shotted. 

" Now then, you Tim Murphy," said 
If 5 
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O'Orady, striking on the shoulder a weather- 
beaten, but regular-built old seaman, who had 
served as a quarter* master on board a man-of^ 
war in William's reign, but was flogged and 
dismissed for irregular oonduct and a mutinous 
spirit, ** notr, Tim, let us have a specimen 
of your skill. Splinter the cutter's mast-head 
the first shot, and I'll pay you five guineas.'^ 

" Hurrah, Tim my boy, now's your time." 

Thrusting a huge quid of tobacco into his 
jaw, Tim Murphy took aim, saying — 

" If I don't do it the first shot, I'll be 

but I'll do it the second." 

The first shot struck the topmast of the 
cutter about three feet above the mast head, 
bringing down the goS topsail. This daring 
act seemed utterly to amaze the crew of 
the cutter, for she at once shot up into 
the wind, firing her two guns at the lugger 
as she did so ; but, except cutting away one 
of The Warhawk's back stays, the shot did 
no damage. The next instant the gun from 
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1%6 Warhawk pealed oyer the deep, and a 
loud cheer from her crew told the suooess 
of her shot ; for down came the cutter's main-* 
sail, and the mast-bead was knocked to 
splinters. 

" Now, then," said O'Qrady, " hoist away, 
lads ; Bis Majesty's cruizer will trouble us no 
more this day." 

Under every stitch of canvas she could 
hoist, The W^^^^wk flew before the wind, 
leaving the cutter utterly unable to pursue 
her; for, though some time after, she made 
sail, and ran for fiantry, it was clear that 
in their crippled state, it would be utterly 
useless to pursue such a craft as The War- 
hawk. 

Aleen and her attendant, Jessy, were aroused 
from uneasy slumbers by some one knocking 
at the cabin door. Though startled, Jessy 
plucked up courage to rise and open it, when 
one of the men handed in a tray with coffee 
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and other materials for breakfast. On the traj 
was a folded paper. 

Greatly relieyed at not being intruded upon 
by Mr, William O'Grady, Aleen took np the 
paper and read the few lines it contained 
with a feeling of evident satisfaetion, while 
Jessy, recovering her spirits, prepared th^ 
breakfast for her young mistress. The note, 
written with a pencil, was as follows : — 

" You may rest perfectly satisfied, madam, 
that no injury or insult shall be offered to you. 
Ton will reach your destination before night. 
Till you are more composed I will not intrude 
my presence upon you. 

''W. G. O'Grady.'^ 

^^ Thank God!" exclaimed Aleen, as she 
finished reading the above, '^I shall not be 
taken from my own country; for if we ar^ 
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landed this night, it must be on the coast of 
Ireland." 

Feeling thirsty and fatigued, she gladly 
partook of some coffee. Shortly after this, the 
report of the cannon from the cutter startled 
Aleen and maide her heart beat with hope. 
» " Oh^ Jessy," she exclaimed, " we are doubt- 
less pursued by some Government vessel." 

Then followed the report of the gun from 
The Warhawk, and the heavy tramping of feet 
on the deck over their heads, which for twenty 
minutes kept our heroine in a state of intense 
and feverish anxiet3\ But shortly after came 
the sounds of loud laughter and merriment 
down through the skylight, which was slightly 
raised, and these sounds made her heart sink ; 
for Aleen then knew they had baffled their 
pursuers, whoever they were. 

All became quiet again The slight heel 
over of the vessel, and the dash of the waves 
against the sides, proved to her they were 
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going rapidly through the water with an in- 
creased breeze. 

" Alas 1 Jessy/' said Aleen, ^ our hopes 
were short-lived. We have nothing now to 
trust to but the mercy of Providence." 

The day wore oUr The Warhawk still 
went smoothly and easily through the sea, as 
the wind blew from off shore, having rounded 
the Mizen Head. 

As the day declined, a cold fowl and other 
articles were brought to them, the bearer com- 
ing no farther than the door. He was remark- 
ably civil in his manner, requesting to know if 
there was anything the young lady would wish 
to have ; to which Jessy replied that her mis- 
tress did not require anything more. 

*^We must have run a very considerable 
distance, Jessy, since last night," observed 
Aleen. " God knows what part of the coast 
we may be landed on.'' 

It was approaching sunset as the lugger 
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drew in for the shore. The water was Bingu- 
larly calm, and Aleen, shortly after, judged 
that they were coming to an anchor, for she 
could conjecture, by the noise above and the 
creaking of the yards, as they were lowered, 
that the lugger was either at anchor, or pre- 
paring to be so. Half-an-hour passed, and 
then a profound silence reigned upon deck. 

A few minutes after, a knock at the cabin 
door announced to the captives that the time 
was come to quit the vessel. On opening the 
door, Dennis Mahony made his appearance, and 
in a quiet, civil tone, said— 

^' Will you please. Miss, to come upon deck. 
The master and most of the crew have left the 
vessel, and I remain, with two others, to con- 
duct you ashore. You needn't be frightened. 
Miss. You will be quite comfortable in the 
ould tower." 

Surprised at the civil tone and manner of the 
man, who, though in the attire of a smuggler 
and armed, had nothing either repelling or 
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disagreeable in his appearance, Aleen simplj 
replied she was ready, and, throwing on her 
mantle, she followed the man apon deck, feel^ 
ing a great desire to haye a view of the place 
they were to land on. 

The sun had just set as she put her foot upon 
deck, and, for the climate and time of year, a 
glorious sunset it was. The sky was guiltless 
of a cloud, and a flood of golden light fell upon 
every object around. Not a soul was to be 
seen on board The Warhawk, but two men 
were in a boat alongside. Even in her deplo- 
rable situation, Aleen could not avoid remark- 
ing the exceeding neatness and regularity of 
everything on board the lugger. Her tall^ 
tapering masts appeared scarcely to have any 
rigging to support them ; the sails were furled 
into the smallest possible compass ; every rope 
was coiled down in its place; and the 
deck was scrupulously neat. The lugger 
Uy in a perfectly land-locked pool, scarcely 
more than half a mile in circumference; 
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the yiew was striotly confined to that half 
mile ; for the pool of water was surrounded by 
piles of the most fantastic and singularly-shaped 
rooks and cliffs, shutting out all view to sea- 
ward. On the land side the cliffs rose to 
the height of two hundred feet. One single 
spot alone showed a portion of sand, and that 
was very limited. Aleen was astonished at 
being unable to trace the outlet of this extra-* 
ordinary inlet of the sea. 

Dennis Mahony civilly aided the captives 
into the boat, where, to her own great sur- 
prise, and the bewilderment of Jessy, Aleen 
beheld one of her own large travelling leather- 
trunks or portmanteaus. 

The boat was now pushed from the side of 
The Warhawk, which lay, as. if asleep, upon 
the tranquil water, undisturbed by even a 
breath of wind. The boat was run upon the 
little shingly beach, and a plank enabled Aleen 
and Jessy to land. As they did so, Aleen per- 
ceived a female descending a singular zig-zag 
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path in the cUff, and approaching the hoat. 
Pleased to see one of her own sex, Aleen looked 
attentively at her as she entered into conversa- 
tion with the man who seemed, from his man- 
ner and hers, to be her husband. After a 
moment's conversation with Dennis Mahony, 
the woman came close to Aleen, and, dropping 
a curtsey, with rather a curious expression of 
countenance, as her peering eyes ran over the 
face and person of our heroine, she said — 

" Will you follow me, miss ? The men will 
bring up your trunk by^and-by." 

This woman was Brady Mahony. One look 
satisfied Aleen that from her nothing was to be 
gained. Therefore, she merely said — 

" Lead on, and we will follow you.'' 
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CHAPTER TL 



Mrs. Brady Mahoky was at this time about 
forty-three years old, and still a very good* 
looking woman, though far from haying, except 
when she pleased, a pleasant expression of 
oountenance. 

With another glance at the face and beautiful 
figure of AleenAtherstone, Brady led the way up 
the curious, steep path leading to the summit of 
the cliff. It was narrow and very rough; but cut 
into steps to render the ascent somewhat less 
difficult. Haying gained the top, Aleen paused ; 
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and, though the daylight was fast feiding, she 
looked round her with extreme surprise. The 
first ohject that caught her attention was one 
of those strange round towers still to he seen 
in Ireland — a riddle and a mystery for savana. 
This, she guessed, was to he her abode. The 
view from the spot she stood on, full two 
hundred feet above the deep pool in which lay 
The Warhawk, was a strange and singular one.^ 
She was able to look across all the islands that 
lay between her and the broad sea ; and, far 
out in the deep waters, were numerous other 
islands, forming a kind of promontory. The 
one she was standing on, had a very limited 
level on its summit ; and thus she could discern 
that the basin of water below communicated 
by a very narrow outlet not only with the sea, 
but with a creek that seemed to run some miles 
inland. 

It at once struck Aleen that the far out 
islands were those forming Cape Clear. In 
Atherstone Hall was an immense and singular 
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old ohart of the South-west coast of Ireland — 
the work of a worthy pastor who lived in the 
preceding century, and who was then the 
private chaplain to the Atherstone family* 
Brady Mahony, with a sneering tone, said— 
" You seem to know where you are, miss ; 
but it would be a long time before any one 
would look for you here." 

" Providence is everywhere," returned Aleen 
calmly. 

The woman turned away, saying — 
'^ Please to follow me, miss ; this tower is 
where you are to live." And, with a hasty 
kind of manner she threw open the door, and 
passed in first. Aleen and her attendant fol- 
lowed into the first floor of the tower — a room 
evidently intended for a kitchen, to judge by 
the articles against the walls and on the 
shelves. A spiral staircase led to the upper 
apartments, one of which Aleen perceived was 
fitted up, no doubt, for her reception ; for a 
new matting was on the floor | the rough walls 
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were covered with pieces of old tapestry ; and 
there were a few chairs and tables, together 
With a shelf containing several books. 

A small door led from this chamber up ano- 
ther flight of stone-steps, into their sleeping- 
room. It was evident that the windows had 
been recently enlarged, for the immense thick- 
ness of the walls left the previous holes, in- 
tended for Jight, truly dismal. 

The woman lighted a candle, and, placing it 
on the table, said she would prepare some 
supper for the young lady as soon as possible. 

**If you could give me some tea," said 
Aleen, " I would thank you." 

^'Tea?" repeated the woman. "Oh, yes, 
iniss, you can have plenty of that. I will 
make you some at once." 

Aleen sat down, while poor Jessy stood, the 
image of perplexity, gazing at the small and 
scantily furnished chamber, which her young 
mistress was to inhabit. The coal fire that 
'blazed in the wide grate gave it^ however,- a 
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certain air of comfort. ^ "While Aleen sat sadly 
l)usy with her thoughts, Dennis Mahony and 
his wife brought up her trunk, telling Jessy 
that she would find in it many articles her 
mistress would want, only they would require 
arrangement, as they were tossed in, in a hurry 
and without much regard to regularity. 

As soon as the husband and wife retired, 
Jessy opened the trunk, and Aleen was glad to 
perceive, amongst a heap of articles hastily 
collected and thrown in, several things that 
would be most useful to her. 

In less than an hour supper and tea was 
brought up ; and Mrs. Mahony, having asked 
if the young lady required any thing else, took 
lier leave, locking the door of the chamber. 

'^ A very useless ceremony,^^ observed Aleen, 
with a sigh, and a tear stealing down her 
cheek. "Assuredly," added she, "we should 
never think of attempting to wander out on 
ttis forlorn Island." 

Having taken some tea and little other 
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nourishment, Aleen and her maid ascended to 
their sleeping chamber, which was as comfor- 
tably arranged as circumstances would allow* 
Dejected and weary, both mistress and maid 
were glad to bury their melancholy thoughts in 
sleep if they could. 

Let us now conduct our readers into a sin- 
gular range of caverns, situated almost under 
the old tower itself. In these subterranean 
places were assembled, a night or two after 
Aleen's arrival at the Tower, eighteen or 
.twenty men. The vault they were in was of 
great extent, the entrance to which was ex- 
tremely diflScult of access. Along the sides, 
were piles of barrels and casks, numerous chest« 
holding goods of all kinds, immense quantities 
of ropes, anchors, grapnells, and boxes of blue 
lights. In fact, all kinds of articles used by 
smugglers in carrying on their unlawful traffic, 
were here stored. In tlie middle of the cavern 
was a rude kind of table, formed by three stout 
planks, supported on four empty casks on their 
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ends. The same articles served for benches. 
All kinds of eatables were scattered over the 
table, and two kegs of whiskey, and one of 
water, served for quenching thirst. Clumsy, 
but large, horns did duty as goblets. Though 
the eatables were coarse, and the drink only 
whiskey, a more jovial crew seldom met to- 
gether, to enjoy a few hours of the night. 
They were a fierce set. Two or three Spaniards 
and a Dutchman, the skipper of a smart dogger, 
formed part of the company. 

Even while thus enjoying themselves, they 
kept their heavy pistols in their broad, un- 
tanned belts, and their cutlasses also. As far 
as appeal ance went, they certainly looked 
quite capable of undertaking any kind of 
adventure, whether in plundering private 
individuals or his Majesty's revenue. 

They were in the height of their fun. All 
applied themselves to the whiskey keg ; but, 
like worthy Father Murphy, of Queen Vic- 
voi. iTi, a 
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toria'fl timOi they considered any admbctnre of 
water destructiTe to good liquor. Kow and 
then a boisterous song called forth a shout of 
applause* 

^^Come, old blow hard/' said one of the 
men, hitting a remarkably hairy individual 
next him a slap on a back broad enough to sup- 
port a hogshead. '^ Come, tip us a stave. Tou 
hare drunk as much whiskey, to-night, as 
would capsise a Dutchman. Clear your channel, 
old chap." 

" Ay, ay, my hearty," replied the vocalist, 
" ni tip you a stave that will suit you. Let 
me send this down first. As you say. Bill, it 
will clear my channel." 

And down went a horn of whiskey, quite 
sufficient, of itself, to finish a landsman. Then, 
in a strong, clear and not immusical voice, he 
sang the following words : — 

" I loTe the nighty when the gale sweeps higbi 
And the summer calms are o'er, 
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When the ship, like an ocean steed, leaps hj 

Where the headland breakers roar. 

I love the night, and the startling light 

Of the spirit of the storm ; 

And the better the blast, and the rocking mast, 

Than the sun -set mild and warm. 

No love have I, for the starry eve, 

No joy on the breezeless main ; 

But I love to hear the tempest grieve, 

And to lidt to the thunder strain.** 



*^ Chorus my hearties." 

And the chorus echoed again to congregated 
voices of the rough asserably as they chanted 
the chorus. 



*' I turn away from the lover s lay ; 

'Tis weariness to hear 

The lisping note and the warbling throat 

Of the sighing Cavalier. 

Oh, the ocean shout, when the storm is out, 

Is a nobler strain to me. 

G 3 



124 THE warhawk. 

Here would I aleepi when the billows leap, 
On the bold unconquered sea.*' 

OHOBUf. 

'^ I love the night, etc/* 

Anostxohb. 

A deafening uproar followed the chorus, and 
sundry horns of whiskey cleared their throats, 
husky with shouting. 

While the gang of smugglers were holding 
their revels in the large outward cavern, two 
individuals were seated before a table in an 
inner recess, much smaller, but more com- 
fortable in appearance. The sides were hung 
with straw matting ; the sandy floor was 
covered with heaps of dried rushes ; while, in 
a naturally-formed cavity, blazed a wood fire, 
the smoke from which found its way out 
through a cleft in the rock. A good oak table, 
and two or three strong oak chairs added com- 
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fort to the chamber ; and in the furthest cor- 
ner were two beds, raised from the ground by 
strong wooden frames. Altogether, the place 
had a look of snugness about it, and was a 
place of shelter not to be despised, especially 
by the two reckless individuals occupying it, 

Mr. O'Grady, senior, and his son William 
were the two individuals seated at the table. 
A large pie, and a ham — some cold fowls, and 
a tongue, were spread on the table. Several 
bottles of wine, a large jug of hot water, and a 
couple of flasks of hoUands, stood beside them. 

The uproar from the outer cavern came, at 
times, rather distinctly upon their ears, dis- 
turbing their conversation. The elder O'Qrady 
cursed their boisterous glee : he seemed in a 
moody, fretful temper ; and, contrary to his 
habits and usual custom, drank little. 

" You are very low, to-night, father," said 
William O'Qrady, pushing aside the wine and 
mixing himself a strong potation of hoUands 
and hot water. ^^ Take a tumbler of this mix- 
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ture, sir. It is far better adapted to this 
rather damp residence than even the best wine. 
I see no cause for such a depression of spirits." 

"You do not," said the elder O'Qrady, 
almost savagely, and casting a glance round 
their chamber. "You call it nothing to be 
driven like a fox into this cursed hole for 
shelter. My mind is distressed and troubled." 

" Some people," rejoined the son, sipping his 
mixture and kicking a large log on the fire, 
" some people drinb to drown care." 

"I do not," returned his father. "You 
must not imagine that, at my time of life, I 
can look upon things with the same stoical in- 
difference that you can. Driven to shelter in 
such a haunt as this — baffled, after years of 
labour, in every thing — some confounded contre 
temps always occurs when I am on the very 
point of succeeding in my projects." 

" I cannot see that affairs stand so bad at 
present, sir," observed the son. " I have not 
indeed heard how you came off with the 
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leaders of the Jacobite faction. But I have 
heard it's all up with them." 

" Yes ; curse the cause and them too," said 
Mr. O'Grady, bitterly. " I have had sujfficient 
to sicken me. Never was there a better time 
for effecting a landing in Scotland than the 
period selected; and the opportunity was 
thrown away. However, it's now quite use- 
less going over what has passed, and is beyond 
remedy. I had to fly for my life. XJliek 
O'Connor had a very narrow escape; for he 
fell into their hands when The Salisbury was 
taken. But, by some means, he effected his 
liberation, and returned to France. I fled into 
this country ; but was again nearly captured. 
Feeling extremely anxious i;o join you-^for no 
tidings of your proceedings reached me — I 
was forced to lie hid in the County of Wexford. 
The pursuit after the fugitive Jacobites was 
very hot and persevering. With great difii- 
culty and danger, I contrived to reach our old 
haunts on the coast, and found several of my 
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former associates busy at the accustomed trade. 
There I learned you were at Kenmare, or 
Atherstone Hall ; and that Sir Gerald Gran- 
yille was expected at Granville Castle. At 
this time, the White Jacobins, as they styled 
themselves, were making a stir in the south. 
I knew one or two of the leaders of this faction ; 
and was anxious to know what force they had, 
in case yuu required aid to carry out your 
plans. I contrived to attend one of the 
meetings at the old Abbey, near the Mucross 
creek ; but, to my surprise, I found that these 
men were only taking the name of White Jaco- 
bins to mislead, and then I found out your 
connection with them.'' 

William O'Grady laughed^ saying — 
'* Yes ; that was a ruse of mine." 
"I then came here," continued the elder 
O'Grady, " to wait till I heard from you. At 
the same time, 1 sent a couple of men on 
whom I could depend, to watch the arrival of 
Colonel Granville. But again my plans were 
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bafBed by the troop of Dragoons quartered at 
Tralee ; for^ to my great consteroatioiiy I find 
it has transpired that I am hiding somewhere 
in this county ; and worse, my real name is 
discovered. It is now known that O'Grady 
and Fenwick are the same person." 

^^ Ha ! that is indeed bad/' ejaculated the 
son, looking with some alarm in his father's 
face. " I was not aware that you knew that* 
Such a discovery you must allow is ruinous." 

" Yes," returned the elder O'Grady, bitterly. 
" We can no longer face the world ; even if 
we succeed in getting the Granville estates." 

* ^ Confound it, father," said William O'Grady, 
with a laugh ; " you surely do not call Great 
Britain the world. It is part of it, certainly ; 
but a deuced deal the worst part, in my mind. 
Let me but succeed in my present enterprize, 
in which I see no chance of failure, and we 
shall find plenty of room in the world to enjoy 
ourselves, besides these foggy islands of. his 
Majesty's." 
Q 5 
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Mr. O'Grady looked thoughtful and dejected; 
but, suddenly brightening up, he said — 

" Well, William, perhaps you are right. At 
all events, mix me a tumbler of hollands. 
This place is damp ; but it's lucky, after all, 
that you never had a hand in this confounded 
Jacobite plot. You are safe enough, and can 
claim the estates without any risk, provided we 
can remove him who really has no right 
to them.'' 

Consoling himself with this reflection, Mr. 
O'Grady stirred his tumbler and drank half its 
contents. Then, seeing that his fou did not 
speak, he looked up and perceived that William 
O'Grady's features were troubled. . 

" What are you thinking of now, William ?' 
asked the father. " You are looking rather 
serious." 

*^ Well, sir," replied the son, in a solemn 
tone, " I must tell you now, once for all, that 
I will not engage in any scheme against my 
cousin Gerald's life." 
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Mr. O'Grady turnod pale, and, in a voice 
trembling with rage, said — 

^^ How is this ? Does such squeamishness 
arise from this new love-affair of yours ? Has 
your conscience grown so tender ?" 

" There is no need of mockery, father," re- 
turned the son, calmly. " You are well aware, 
much as I disliked my cousin in our early 
years, owing to that feeling being instilled into 
me from my cradle, I never did, nor ever will 
plot against his life. When I fitted up the 
Warhawk as a schooner, and was near suc- 
ceeding in getting him off to the West Indies, 
you know I stipulated that he should be re- 
leased the momeut we had secured the eighty- 
thousand pounds, and got as much out of the 
estates as we could besides." 

"It is a pity, William,'^ interrupted the 
father, fiercely, " that I did not make a priest 
of you." 

" I never had a wish to be a priest, sir," 
retorted William O'Grady. *^ There are as 
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good and vii^uous men who are priests, as any 
in the world. But I will now show you that 
hantering on this subject is folly ; for any 
further projects against either the life or the 
estates of Sir Gerald Granville, would be 
absolute madness.'^ 

The elder O'Grady breathed hard; but 
merely said — 

" Go on ; I am listening." 

" In the first place, father," resumed 
William Q-Grady, " you are discovered to be 
the same Fenwiok who was concerned in the 
conspiracy against King William. That fact 
alone will, for ever, prevent your appearing 
openly in the British dominions. Then, again, 
even if Sir Gerald Granville were dead, there 
is another claimant to the estates ; for in the 
late Sir Hugh Granville^s will, you know there 
is a clause providing for the appearance of one 
supposed dead or lost. I mean Gerald's elder 
brother, Cuthbert Fitzmaurice." 

Mr, O'Grady nearly dropped the tumbler ho 
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was raisiDg to his lips — turnings at the same 
time, fearfully pale. 

William O' Grady paused ; and then said, 
in a kind tone — 

"Indeed, father, you ought to be pleased 
that this Cuthbert Fitzmaurice did not 
perish." 

The elder O'Grady seemed to be stricken 
speechless ; so utterly amazed did he feel at the 
words used by his son. 

" How is this, William ? Tou are dealing 
in mysteries," at length broke from his lips, in 
a trembling, disjointed manner. "Cuthbert 
Fitzmaurice was left in a vessel by that woman, 
Brady, after the vessel struck on a reef of 
rocks ; and she and her husband swore that the 
craft wont down." 

" They swore falsely, father," replied 
William O'Grady ; " and now it is as I have 
stated. The vessel did not go down ; and the 
boy has grown to a man ; and that man, now, 
commands the gun-brig on this coast — the very 
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man who has for years been watching to 
arrest you." 

There was no compunction in the heart of 
Mr. O'Grady ; for, with a horrid oath, he 
struck the table fiercely, saying — 

" Curse him, and all the brood of the Fitz- 
maurices together. But explain this ; for you 
are driving me mad, William." 

William O'Grady gave the required ex- 
planation ; to which his father listened 
with his lips pressed hard, and his hands 
clenched in passion. 

" Oh !" exclaimed he, " what a cursed fool 
I was, not to have fired the building with my 
own hand, and thus consigned them all to 
eternity." 

William O'Grady gazed, with a melancholy 
expression, at the now flushed face of his sire. 
Wayward, wild and ungovernable in temper 
and disposition, William yet possessed human 
feelings in his heart. From his earliest years, 
he had been taught to think he was cruelly 



THE WARHAWK. 185 

wronged both by Sir Vrance Granville and his 
own uncle, Sir Hugh. As his eldest nephevr,. 
he considered himself the rightful heir ; and, 
imagining his own family to be as old and as 
noble as either the Granvilles or the Fitz- 
maurices, he could see no reason for the perse- 
cution his father endured for running away with 
the daughter of the proud and haughty Sir 
Vrance Granville. His father always kept from 
his knowledge the kind and generous offers of 
Sir Hugh Granville, obstinately preferring his 
own base and futile schemes against the life 
and property of those who stood in his way to 
aggrandizement. Still, from the life he had led 
from his very earliest years, William O'Grady 
imbibed vicious propensities. At times, a 
sudden feeling would come over him that the 
path his cousin Gerald followed, was, in the 
end, the only one to secure prosperity and 
peace of conscience ; and a secret wush that he 
could retrace his steps, stole into his mind. But 
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pride^ and false shame, niged him on, though 
not to the extent contemplated, and eagerly 
desired by his father. 

As the elder O'Grady paused after his savage 
burst of passion, and leaned his head upon his 
hand, "William said — 

^^ You see, father, there are many obstacles 
in the way of pursuing your plans. Now, my 
present is quite practicable, and will injure no 
one ; for not only are you debarred from again 
shewing yourself in His Majesty's dominions^ 
but so am I." 

"You 1" exclaimed the elder O'Grady^ 
looting up, *^ you are in no way committed." 

"Pardon me," returned William, taking 
from his pocket a couple of letters. " Bead 
these : they are important." 

Mr. 0' Grady took the letters with a puzzled 
look; opened one which was directed, "The 
Honorable Mrs. Atherstone, Atherstone Hall, 
Kenmare, County Kerry." He then looked at 
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the signature ; and with a dark frown and an 
oath, read the word " Briefless." " Curse that 
meddling lawyer !" he muttered, and then 
perused the following : — 

" My Deah Madam, 

" I am happy to hear 
that you approve of the arrangements I have 
made with respect to the outlay of the money 
lodged with Puterson and Co. At your request, 
I give you the result of my inquiries, besides 
facts known to myself concerning that mis- 
guided and notorious conspirator O'Grady, so 
long known as Fcnwick* I feel extremely 
uneasy at your permitting his son to enter 
your house. Though, perhaps, not as criminal 
as his father, yet it is now clearly ascertained 
that for years he has been leagued with the 
smugglers on the south and west coast of Ire- 
land, and was captain of the celebrated lugger. 
The Warhawk, which he purchased for a yacht, 
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and which, no donht, will again be used as a 
smuggling craft. Oet rid of him, my dear 
madam, as soon as you can, and be strictly on 
your guard ; for depend on it he is plotting 
mischief. He is now also known as the man 
who shot Lieutenant Simmons in the afiray 
near Timoleague, some years ago ; and a large 
reward is offered for his apprehension." 

*' What a lying old rascal this lawyer is !" 
exclaimed Mr. O'Grady furiously. " I heard 
you say it was Mahony that shot this Lieu- 
tenant Simmons, and that you strove to prevent 
him." 

*' Such was the case," replied William 
O'Grady ; " but, never niind, go on. Finish 
that and read the other." 

Mr. O'Grady pitched the lawyer's letter into 
the Are, and opened the other, saying — 

*^ This, I see, is from Captain Stanmore, the 
Commander of the Dragoons at Tralee, and is 
also directed to Mrs. Atherstone." 
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He then read as follows : — 

"Madam, 

" Every attention shall be 
paid to your request. At the same time, per- 
mit me to express my sincere regret and sorrow 
that such an audacious outrage should have 
taken place. I have sent Lieutenant O'Eeilly 
and a score of men to pursue the villains ; and 
am confident they will be tracked, as the father 
of this William 0' Grady is known to be hiding 
somewhere in this county. There is a report 
that one of the King's cutters, under the orders 
of Captain Morris, who commands the Gun 
Brig in Bantry Bay, came in last night dis- 
abled ; having been fired upon by the notorious 
lugger, The Warhawk, off Bantry Bay, the 
very morning after the abduction of Miss 
Atherstone. Lieutenant Lewis, who commands 
the cutter, was severely hurt by a splinter. I 
have also heard that the brig will put to sea in 
pursuit ; so that if Miss Atherstone has been 
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carried off by sea, every effort will be made to 
rescue her. 

" Trusting that I soon may be enabled to 
relieve your mind from the dreadful anxiety 
you must be suffering-— 

" I remain, madam, 

" Your obedient servant, 

" This is infinitely worse than I could have 
anticipated," said Mr. O'Grady gloomily. 
" What could have induced you to fire upon 
that cutter when it was so essential to our 
safety, to keep the lugger free from suspicion ?'^ 

" She would never be free from that, 
sir," returned William, " when once it became 
known that O'Grady and Fenwick were one 
and the same person. Besides, I was not 
only anxious, as Miss Atherstone was on board, 
but knowing you were somewhere on the 
coast, I was desirous to gain this place ; and 
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had I not crippled the cutter, I could not 
have attempted to reach in for the Cove ; 
for though we outsailed her, still I should 
have been forced many leagues out of my 
course, and much valuable time would have 
been lost in regaining my destination; and 
before I could do so, this gun-brig would 
probably be out to sea. After I have com- 
pleted my present project, I intend never to 
return to this coast with The Warhawk, but 
fit her out as a schooner in some Spanish port, 
and sail for America." 

" And do you imagine, William, that you 
will be able to induce, or force this girl to 
marry you ? And will you be able, even in 
such an event, to persuade her mother to 
bestow her large fortune upon you? You 
will find yourself mistaken ; and this rash 
adventure may lead possibly to our final ruin, 
I will risk my life no longer by remaining 
on this coast. How did you obtain those 
letters ?" 
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" Simply by stopping the couriers," returned 
the son. 

*^ Oh, then Mrs. Atherstone is ignorant of 
their contents. What a valuable booty you 
lost by taking the girl and leaving the plate 
and jewels." 

" WM !" exclaimed William O'Grady with 
a flush on his cheek, ^' what ! turn a common 
robber ! No I not an article of value was 
touched in the house. But you mistake my 
project altogether. I confess, when I saw this 
beautiful and high-spirited girl, I was struck 
with her loveliness and fascination of manner ; 
and if I could have gained her love — . But," 
he added impatiently, " let us not talk of 
that. In a moment of passion, I threatened 
what I would not do now for all the wealth 
in Europe. I know Aleen Atherstone too 
well ; she would not fear to die ; but she 
would never become mine. Besides, I^was 
acting basely in thinking of her as a wife. 
Moreover, I changed my plan. I can gain 



my purpose without making that beautiful girl 
miserable for ever." 

The elder O'Grady rubbed his eyes, and 
looked into his son's face with a mystified 
look. 

" It is late now, father," resumed the young 
man; ^'and I must put a stop to those noisy 
fellows without. You require rest. "We are 
quite safe here ; besides, we have Tendersink's 
sloop in Mucross Creek; all her papers are 
right. So lie down, father, and take a few 
hours' rest ; and to-morrow I will let you 
into the particulars of my project. At all 
events, your life shall not be risked." 

So saying, William O'Grady rose up, and 
went into the outward cavern. Half an hour 
afterwards a profound silence reigned through^ 
out the entire range of vaults. 
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CHAPTEE VIL 



Four days had now passed since Aleen had 
booomo a captive in the lonely tower on Clara 
Island. During this period, she remained 
perfectly undisturbed by the presence of any 
person, excepting the woman, Brady Mahony. 
Still the four days wore away slowly and 
most painfully to Aleen; for her thoughts 
were sorely troubled. She was perpetually 
thinking of her aunt's sufferings at her abduc- 
tion, and of the fearful uncertainty she herself 
was under as to the designs and projects of 
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William O'Grady. Oftentimes her imagina- 
tion rested upon her absent lover, whose 
image was ever present in her mind. 

During the day, she sometimes occupied 
heiself in gazing out from the narrow and 
deeply embedded window of her chamber oyer 
the islands and upon the broad sea beyond, 
dotted with innumerable islets and rocks. As 
she thus gazed, she often hoped to diescry 
some vessel steering in amid the islands, 
hoping it might be in pursuit of her. The 
third day, as The Warhawk was not to be 
seen beneath her window, Aleen supposed 
that vessel had ^ther put to sea, or gone 
into another anchorage. Some of the books 
she found in the tower also served to wile 
away the tedious hours. Thus time passed ; 
but no ship or boat approached the place of 
hear solitary confinement. In the far distance, 
she frequently distingiushed the white sails 
a&d dark hulls of maay a craft as they bore 
wmjy east or west, or doubled the Cape at a 
VOL. m. H 
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caatious distanoe. Tears would then roll 
down her cheek as her thoughts flew to the 
happy home from which she had so rudely 
been torn. 

Jessy said and did all her kind heart could 
think of to cheer her mistress ; but Jessy was 
sad| also, though she had no loyer to sigh after. 
Brady Mahony attended to their wants, sulkily 
enough, at times ; but there was an air of dis- 
content about the woman's looks and manner 
that preyented the captives from requesting any 
fayor at her hands. 

The sixth day of their confinement was 
wearing away, when the door of their cham* 
ber was opened, and, without any previous 
notice, William O'Qrady entered the room. 
Aleen was sitting, as usual, with a book in 
her hand, gazing out from the window upon 
the sparkling waters, when a faint exclamation 
from Jessy caused her to turn round ; for, so 
absorbed were her thoughts, that she paid no 
attention to the opening of the door. As she. 
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looked up, she beheld William O' Grady. At 
first, she felt her cheek grow pale, and her 
limbs tremble y but her natural spirit returned, 
and she met the fixed glance of her persecutor 
without quailing. 

"Madam," said William O'Qrady, in a 
quiet, subdued tone, " if you will favour me 
with half-an-hour's conversation, it may lead 
to your immediate restoration to your home. 
At the same time — I intreat you to believe me 
— no compulsion will be employed by me to 
induce you to comply with the proposal I shall 
make: you can refuse without the slightest 
fear of any harshness on my part. Still, if 
you consult your own happiness, and the hap- 
piness of one much dearer to you than you 
imagine, you will see the policy of accepting 
the proposition I shall make," 

William O'Grady paused ; while Aleen, 

who had listened in almost breathless silence, 

hesitated a moment before she replied. But 

after an instant's reflection, she made up her 

H 3 
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mind how to act ; and^ in a tone as calm and 
collected as O'Qrady's, replied — 

^^ Situated, sir, as I am, necessity compels 
me to comply with your request" 

Telling Jessy, who stood bewildered, to 
retire to the room aboye till she summoned 
her, Aleen then requested O'Grady to relieve 
her mind from the uncertainty she felt with 
respect to the proposal hd had to makie. 

For a moment or so, WUllam^'^rady stood 
leaning against the heavy buttress of the door, 
seemingly in deep thought. Suddenly rousing 
himself, he said — 

^^ I thank you, Miss Atherstone, for acceed- 
ing to my request. I will be as brief as pos- 
sible ; and, after stating a few particulars with 
respect to my motives for the act I have com- 
mitted against you, come at once to the point. 
You are, no doubt, aware that my father mar- 
ried the eldest daughter of the late Sir Yrance 
Granville, As his only son, I was conse- 
quently the heir direct to the Gxanville title 



and estates. By an especial grant from King 
William, Sir Hngli Granville was permitted to 
will the title and estates to my cousin Gerald 
Fitzmaurice, he taking the name of Granville. 
This was an arbitrary and unjust act, for, by 
it, I was disinherited. Our family can boast 
of a far longer pedigree than that of the soldier 
of fortune who won his rank with his sword. 
We, therefore, considered it right to regain our 
inheritance, if we could." 

" Sir," exclaimed Aleen Atherstone, with a 
flushed cheek, but a firm, collected tone, — " it 
would have been an inheritance regained by 
fraud and violence; for you seem to forget 
that when the noble Sir Hugh Granville ob- 
tained that grant from King William for his 
services, he considered his nephew, Gerald 
Granville, the only heir to the p roperty in ex- 
istence ; and when, afterwards — " 

"Nay, madam," hastily interrupted O'Grady, 
with a slight increase of colour, "we wfll 
wave all re<^mination on this painful subjeet ; 
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tefty much as you seem to know of the {Mist, 
yon may yet be ignorant that the Granville 
estates in Ireland were first won by the mas- 
isacre of its original possessors, the Desmonds, 
But no more on this subject ; I will now speak 
on that which will most interest you. 
When I first visited Atherstone Hall, under 
an assumed name, it was certainly with the 
hope of winning your love. You need not 
turn pale, lady ; for I very soon did justice to 
your noble and true nature; and though, in. 
my passion and resentment^ I said, you should 
be mine, I really never intended to carry into 
effect such a determination." 

Aleen drew a long breath, as if a mightj 
load was raised from her heart. O'Grady 
easily read what was passing in the mind of 
his captive. 

** On certain conditions," resumed he, after 
a slight pause, ^^ I will restore you forthwith 
to your home, and even to your lover. Bat 
that you may justly appreciate the offer I am 
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about to make, I will disclose a secret tliat will 
cause your heart to beat with a feeling unknown 
to it." 

Aleen raised her eyes, and let them rest 
with an anxious look upon the countenance of 
William O'Grady. The words of Gerald to 
IJliok O'Connor vibrated afresh in her ears. 
Gould it be that the fond wish of her heart 
was about to be realized ? 

"You have always," continued O'Grady, 
" considered Ulick O'Connor to be your father. 
Your mother's name was never mentioned to 
you. Learn now from me that UUck O'Connor 
is in reality only your uncle, and that Mrs. 
Atherstone is your mother. To suit some pro- 
jects in which your uftcle was engaged, Mrs. 
Atherstone was led to suppose that her child 
died at its birth. Hereafter, you will learn 
the particulars." 

" Oh, my god I" exclaimed Aleen, with 
clasped hands, and eyes filled with tears, " my 
mother, my own, fond, devoted mother !" 
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And gi^ring way to a feeliag fdte oiMild nat 
control, 6he burst into a flood of tears. 

William O^Grady allowed his captive time 
to recover from the emotion sho jexp^ienced 
on hearing this muoh-wished-^for, i^ut rtartling 
intellig^ice. Many an honr had she spent 
dreaming over this secret wish of 3>er h^art. 
The love she (Perished for Mrs. Atherstooe 
was always that of a fond and devoted child ; 
and now she knew her to be her mother ! no 
obstacle could &ver more exist between her and 
her noble lover, iytiy there was joy in that 
young hearty captive as she was, and, as yet, 
in the power of Gerald's bitterest enemy. 

^^Now, Miss Atherstonc/' said O'Grady, 
<< listen to me calmly add attentively. I have 
torn you from a another's arms. I will ze- 
stoie you to them ; but, at the same time, I 
cannot forego the hopes of years without a 
straggle. Let Sir Gerald Granville keep, un- 
disturbed, his estates, I covet them no longer. 
He will have wealth beyond his most boutid- 
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kss wishes. I havei heard 4ihat the attainder 
against the Fitzmaurice estates has been re- 
versed in his favour ; the property of my cousin 
mil accordingly be immense. Let him, there- 
fore^ agree to make over to me the sum of 
eighty thousand pounds left him by his uncle 
Sir Hugh Granville, and, at once, I will restore 
you to your family, and then quit this country 
and my lawless associates for ever, to seek in 
another land a better name and &irer for- 
tune." 

A slight noise at the door attracted the at- 
tention of William 0' Grady. He paused. 
But all remained perfectly still. 

" Are those the terms you propose for my 
release?" anxiously demanded Aleen. "Surely, 
surely, there is no need of applying to Sir 
Gerald Granville. My own fortune, I have 
been told, is equal to the sum you mention ; 
and my beloved mother will joyfully yield that 
sum." 

" Nay, lady," hastily interrupted 0' Grady, 
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^' that must not. I have no claim on you^ or 
yours. I consider myself justified in employ- 
ing a ruse to gain an equiyal^it for the pro- 
perty I have unjustly been deprived of. The 
surrender of that sum will be as nothing to my 
cousin in comparison to the treasure he will 
gain in you." 

Aleen, with her face highly flushed, and 
her manner greatly agitated, said — 

" The terms for my release must, of course, 
come from you to Sir Gerald Granville. In 
what way can I become a party in. this 
affair ?' 

" Simply, Miss Atherstone, by stating, in a 
letter to Sir Gerald, the facts of the case, and 
your desire to be restored to your home. In 
fact, lady, your own heart will dictate to you 
what to say. When I have that letter, I will 
perform the rest. In one day your letter will 
reach its destination." 

" How I What mean you ?" exclaimed 
Aleen, with a beating heart* 
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"Sir Gerald Granville is by this time at 
Atherstone Hall, haying been in Ireland some 
few days previously," replied O'Grady. 

Aleen's eyes sparkled with a joy she could 
not and did not attempt to conceal. 

" I will write at once," she hastily said. 

"I am rejoiced you have so determined," 
said William O'Grady, with a look of satisfac- 
tion. "Be so kind as to give the letter, as 
soon as written, to the woman who attends 
you ; for the sooner this aflfair is brought to a 
conclusioD, the better for all parties." 
. And with a very respectful salutation, 
O'Grady left the chamber. 
. During this interview, Mrs. Brady Mahony, 
for reasons of her own, was a most attentive 
listener. She had taken off her shoes, and 
creeping softly up the stone steps, which re- 
turned no sounds whatever, she had the luck, 
on reaching the door, to find it not quite closed. 
In her intense anxiety to hear, she touched the 
door, thus causing the slight noise that attracted 
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the attention of William OHjrady. She re- 
mained long enough to understand the whole 
of his project with respect to Ale^i ; and then, 
with a malignant expression of feature, she 
muttered a low execration in Irish, and retired 
to her room. 

When, at night, Mrs. Mahony received the 
letter, from Aleen, to convey to William 
0' Grady, she carefully locked the door of the 
tower, and passing over the limited space on 
which stood the huilding, she descended the 
steep path to the beach. Two men were put- 
ting oars, and other articles, into a small boat. 
As Brady approached, William O'Grady came 
up to her and took the letter. Then telling 
her to be attentive to her charge in the tower, 
he entered the boat, which pulled away rapidly 
from the beach « 

Brady Mahony &tood looking after the boat 
till it disappeared round an angle of rock jut-* 
ting out into the pool, and apparently blocking 
up all outlet from the bason. 
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'^ Bamnafh Lath to you, William O'Grady I" 
she exclaimed, shaking her clenched hand afteor 
the boat. " So you want to cast us off like old 
clothes, now you have no further need of us. 
But wait a whUe ; maybe you^U fiud us as 'cute 
as yourself.*^ 

Then, turning round, she clambered oyer a 
range of rock, and arriying at the entrance to 
the cayems, she felt her way in till a stroi]^ 
glare of light fell upon her path, and then she 
heard men's voices. In a few moments, she 
reached the inner cave, whence came the 
sound. 

^* Ah ! Brady, my jewel, aoushla macree, 
is it you at this time of night ?" eaid her hus- 
band ; who, perched on the top of a cask, 
with his legs stretched upon another, and his 
back against the side of the cave, was com- 
posedly puffing away at a short pipe. Directly 
opposite him, reclining on three stout planks, 
was another individual smoking a huge Butch 
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pipe. Near them was a jar of whiskey and 
drinking-cans. 

Dennis Mahony's companion was the Batch 
captain, Tendersink — a man of great bulk, 
deep-chested, with big bones, sinews, and 
muscles. His face matched his frame ; the 
jaws looked as if wrought in iron ; and the 
arched, shaggy brow, dilated nostrils, and 
compressed lips, indicated passion and power. 

" Come, sit ye down, my good little vrow," 
said the Dutchman, half rising and making 
room for Brady, beside himself. You have 
got something to say, der teufel, I know you 
have. I fear de young man play us false.''- 

" Dhoul !" fiercely exclaimed Mahony, 
clenching his hand. " I have suspected both 
father and son some time back ; but, Morga, 
let him take care ! After fifteen year's ser- 
vice — ." 

" Why, what you tink, Dennis ?" asked the 
Dutch skipper, interrupting the flow of Dennis's 
eloquence. " Let de good vrow speak." 
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"Well then," said Mrs. Mahony, very 
quietly helping herself to a mug of her husband^s 
mixture, "he's going to sell the girl in the 
Tower to his cousin^ and then lave us to shift 
for ourselves,'^ 

*'* Ha !'' breathed the Dutchman from his 
deep chest. " Mine Gott ! how much he get 
for do leetle vrow ?" 

"Eighty thousand pound," answered Brady. 

"Eighty thousand teufels !" almost Soared 
the Dutch smuggler. " Gott d — ! Eighty 
thousand pound sterling for von leetle girl. I 
would sell all de vrows in Holland for half that 
sum. One lectio girl for eighty thousand 
pound ! Donner and blitzen I It is what one 
whole cargo come to." 

The skipper could no longer struggle with 
such astounding intelligence, but endeavoured 
to calm his amazement by puffing his pipe 
furiously. 

"So, that's it, is it?" said Dennis Mahony, 
after a pause, during which Brady related ^11 
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the conyereation the had heard. ^'Kow, be 
me Bowl/' eontinQed he, ^^ we will hare two 
words to that baigaiiL He has not got the 
girl yet. He cannot be back before to-morrow 
night. NoWy I saji Tcndersink, we must get 
these two girls to your sloop to-night." 

^' Two vrow8| did you say ?" demanded the 
Dutchman, opening his large eyes. ^^ Mine 
Oott I That is double." 

<<Tut/' interrupted Mahony, impatiently; 
<<you have smoked yourself stupid. Don't 
you understand ?" 

'^ Eh, yes ; mine Gott, I onderstand two 
leetle vrows to take aboard my good Yrow 
Oaterine. Bat where we get de boat? We 
can swim ; but de leetle yrows ? My sloop is 
ten miles off. Donner and Blitsensl Eighty 
thousand teufels I" 

And he rubbed his huge hands, knocked the 
ashes out of his pipe, and sat bolt upright. 

^^ He is right enough," said Brady, to her 
husband. ^^ We haTe no boat." 
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'' Ye are a pe^ir of omadauns," i^xu?iie4 
Jilahony, impatmtly. ^^ Do you think me ow 
fnoi to know tbat we can't gQt from the Island 
wiilhont a boat ? I settled with Patrick and 
B^rsK^t to retiiin after landing Mr. William 
up the ere^y instead of going on to Kuorosa. 
I kaiew, loiterly, the master has been plotting 
to die90rt us ISA he did old Darby and his wife at 
Kilgobbin, \vith0ut sharing the booty we have 
helped, at the ris'^ of our neeks, to gain.'' 

" Hark ! mine Gott I what's that noise ?" 
ejaculated the Dutchman. ^'Ten thousand 
teufelfl ! It'3 the fall of oars ! It's do boat 
cooQfe back P 

^^ Deawl P' exclaimed Mahony. ^^ It cannot 
be the boat. Listen I Extinguish the light, 
Brady. I^U go to the entrance and see." 

"Donner and blitzen! what's in de viod 
now, vrow ? But stop till I see the priming in 
my pistols is goot Ah ! very goot. Douse 
the glim now, vrow." 

Dennis reached the mouth of the cave, and 
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then looked forth on the still waters. It was a 
calm, and not very dark night ; and to one ac- 
customed to nse his eyes oftener after the sun 
sets than before, objects were tolerably distinct 
even at some distance. The noise of the oars as 
they smote the water in a short, quickstroke, was 
audible enough ; and, as Mahony gazed towards 
the opening into the pool, he pereeired, turning 
the point of rock that partly blocked the 
entrance from seaward, a long boat full of men^ 
urged forward by six oars, 

"By jabers, we are betrayed!" muttered 
Mahony to the Dutchman, who was close be- 
side him. " That is a man-of-war's boat. 
Follow me, and we shaU have the girl yet. 
Curse them !" 

" Very goot ; I'm your man. Der teufel ! 
It's getting hot." 

Both men, followed by Brady, gained the 
entrance to the Tower by the secret path, even 
before the strange boat's keel grated upon the 
shingle below. 
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" Now, mind what I say," observed Dennis, 
entering the lower chamber of the Tower, and 
taking two large boat-oloaks from a peg. 
" We have a dosperate game to play ; and there 
must be no bungling. The girls are not yet in 
bed. I hear them above, and I saw a light in 
the lower room. Those in the boat will be 
some time finding the way up round the rock. 
We can carry the girls down the steep path. 
Now, Tendersink, mind, we must stop their 
cries. Throw your mantle over one of the 
girls, and I'll do the same with the other. Now, 
Brady, lead the way into the room." 

"Ten thousand teufels! how shall we get 
away with the frauleins, eh ?" 

" Never you mind," replied Mahony ; " do 
as I tell you. It's all up with us if you 
don't." 

Brady Mahony unlocked the door ; and be- 
fore the horror-stricken captives could utter a 
cry, the two men rushed in, and completely 
enveloped them in the mantles. They were 
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then hurried from the Tower. Just as they 
gained the secret path to the caverns^ the 
sound of voices at a little distance from the 
other side of the rock, accelerated their move- 
ments. In the unrelaxing grasp of the two 
smugglers, the half-stifled women were quite 
incapable of uttering a cry. 

After a troublesome and hazardous descent, 
they reached the outward cavern ; and then 
Dennis Mahony, concealing himself behind 
some projecting crags, gazed down upon the 
beach below him. Turning to the Dutchman, 
he said in a low voice — 

^^ Listen to me, Captain Tendersink, and 
mind what I say. Just as I suspected, they 
have left only two men to guard the boat. 
Therefore, with caution, we cannot fail of 
success. Take your heavy pistol in your right 
I^and. The men will not perceive us till we 
are quite close to the boat. Knock your man 
over with the butt of your pistol.; but, except 
in case of necessity, avoid firing. We must 
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gain time to Bhore off without alanning the 

» 

others, who are, no doubt, searching the Tower, 
Kow, Brady, ayick, keep close to me in case 
those tnan-of-war chaps have pistols, which is 
likely;' 

The Dutchman merely gave a grunt of ac- 
quiescence in Dennis Mahony's plans; and 
then tiiey cautiously descended the path, ^d, 
before they could be discerned by the two 
men who were Sci:etched upon the thwarts 
enjoying a quiet nap, wore close to the boat, 
which was hauled up a little on the shingle. 
ll'eTBrtheless, just as the smugglers reached 
the side of the boat, the sleepers started up, 
cutlass in hand, shouting — 

" Hillo, there ! Who are you ?" 
The next moment, a blow from the butt of 
a pistol tumbled the nearest sailor out. The 
other^ however, made a cut with his cutlasp 
At Dennis Mahony, who, with a savage oath, 
feeling: a sharp gash in his neck, fired his 
{Khstol in the sailor's face* The man fell back 
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CHAPTEE VIII. 



We must now make a slight retrogression. 

It has been premised that the gun-brig, 
stationed at Bantry, with two cutters under 
her orders, was commanded by Captain Cuth- 
bcrt Morris. The Government were extremely 
anxious to capture, if possible, several noto- 
rious Jacobite leaders known to be concealed 
somewhere on the west and south-west coasts 
of Ireland, waiting for an opportunity of escap- 
ing to the Continent in any of the contraband 
'"^Hieln perpetually running their cargoes on 
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as O'Gradj, was also suspected to be some- 
where on the coast; and as Captain Morris 
had already commanded a vessel in the Irish 
Sea, he was despatched with a ten-gun brig 
and two cutters to keep a strict guard on the 
coast, from the Old Head of Kinsale to the 
Kenmare river. 

Captain Morris, as might be imagined, had 
been extremely anxious to discover his paren^ 
tage ; but, after a long lapse of time, despaired 
of ascertaining any trace of his origin. He had 
made several efforts to obtain particulars re- 
specting the Dutch galliote, by writing to the 
port she hailed from ; but all he could learn 
was, that a sloop of that description had sailed 
many years previously for the port of Water- 
ford, and that neither the vessel nor her crew 
had been heard of from the period in question. 
Captain Morris felt satisfied he was of Irish 
extraction ; his nurse's name was Brady ; that 
was decidedly Irish. He now determined to 

VOL. HI. I 



170 THE WARHAWK. 

make some further inquiries, and even to put a 
paragraph in several of the newspapers, which 
might lead to some clue. 

In the mean time, he kept a vigilant watch 
on the coast, and had several excellent and 
trustworthy pilots on board ; moreover, the two 
lieutenants who commanded the two cutters, 
were very e£Eicient officers. It was not without 
considerable surprise that he learned that his 
old antagonist, The Warhawk, had been con- 
verted into a yacht, and purchased by Sir 
William Granville O'Grady; but he did not 
then know that Sir William was no other than 
the once famous Captain of The Warhawk, 
Before he sailed from Plymouth, he received 
instructions to seize upon The Warhawk, 
wherever he should find her, and also upon Mr. 
William O'Grady, who was no other than the 
notorious smuggler, William Fenwick, and 
who was said to have shot Lieutenant 
Simmons some years before, in a struggle 
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which ensued in seizing a cargo landed near 
Timoleague. 

Captain Morris's brig was one of the fastest 
vessels in the service ; and, as he had been 
twice baffled by The Warhawk, when com- 
manding The William and Mary cutter, he 
became excessively anxious to capture that 
famous lugger, which he had positive informa- 
tion was still on the coast. 

Cruizing one day off the harbour of Glan- 
dore, a violent squall, sudden and almost 
unforeseen, took him aback ; and before it 
terminated, he sprung his fore-topmast so 
badly, as to force him to run into the harbour 
for a temporary refit. 

Whilst at anchor there, the beauty of the 
woods bordering the Miros river, and the noble 
mansions of Granville Castle and Glandore 
Abbey attracted his attention. He had on 
board an old pilot belonging to the port, and, 
wishing to know who owned the two mansions 
I 2 
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he saw so deliglitfully situated, he called the 
old man to come on the qaarter-deck. 

" Who resides in the mansion on our left ?" 
demanded he. 

"That, your honour, just peeping out of the 
Miros woods, has not been inhabited these 
many years. It did belong to the good ould 
stock of the Fitzmanrices ; but they fought for 
King James ; and they say the ould property 
belongs to the crown now ; more's the pity, 
your honour." 

" And that castellated mansion to the right?'' 
questioned Captain Morris. 

" Oh ! that's a Fitzmaurice also, your honour ; 
only his Honour Sir Gerald has taken the name 
of Granville, a 'cause of being left his uncle's 
property. The Lord bless him ! he's a noble 
gentleman, and is coming home from foreign 
parts. It's a sad story, your honour," con- 
tinued the old pilot, drinking the glass of grog 
the captain ordered him, *^ I remember it as if 
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it was yesterday, when the ould Baronet was 
murdered in that very house by a set of villains 
and robbers, and no one has ever found them 
out. Sir Gerald Granville's mother died of 
fright. The villains came in a Dutch sloop.'' 

^^ A Dutch sloop !" exclaimed Captain Morris, 
getting interested in the old man's garrulity. 

^^ Yes, your honour, a Dutch sloop. I was 
one of the men as put to sea that night ; fbr^ 
your honour, they stole away with them the 
eldest son of Mr. Fitzmaurice, of Glandore." 

" Good God !" ejaculated Captain Morris, in 
an agitated tone, and with a flushed cheek. 
" You are interesting me much. How many 
years ago was it since this crime was comr 
mitf ed ?" 

" How many years ago, your honour ? Let 
me think. Why, captain, it's nigh twenty-five 
years." 

" And how old was the child ?" 

The old pilot looked up into the face of 
Captain Morris with an earnest gaze. 



'' Mastw Cathbcrt Vitzmanrioe," r^died he, 
^' was aboat four years old whea those rappareea 
earried him and his nuneoff in the Dutch 
rioop." 

Eor several moments Captain Morris actually 
shook with emotion ; for thus, after a lapse of 
twenty^five years, by the merest chance was a 
clue gained that appeared without a doubt to 
substantiate his origin. 

^^ One question more, my good fellow," said 
Captain ftlorris. *^ Do you remember the name 
of the nurse who was taken away fix>m yonder 
mansion with the boy ?" 

<< Oh I sure, your honour, there's many a one 
now in yonder village remembers her. A Ukely 
lass she was. Brady Sullivan was her name^ 
Nie married some wild fellow that left her, and 
then she came back and was nurse to the boy 
as was stole. But Brady Sullivan she was 
always called.** 

Captain Morris was completely astounded. 
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The dates, the Dutch sloop, the name of Cuth<* 
bert, all bore such evident reference to his 
early childhood, and his rescne from the Dutch 
galliote that he felt firmly convinced he had 
discovered his parentage, and that, in Sir Gerald 
Granville, he should find a brother. 

Not wishing, at that moment, to create sur*- 
mise or excite curiosity amongst his crew by 
the remarks which the pilot would undoubtedly 
make, he contented himself with taking the man's 
name ; and, giving him another glass of grog 
dismissed him. In the evening, he went ashor^ 
and proceeded to walk round Granville Castlew 
He was subsequently shown over the mansion 
by the old butler, a man who had lived in the 
service of the late Sir Hugh Granville. 

More and more convinced, from his casual 
conversation with the worthy butler, that he 
had discovered the clue to his birth so long 
and so ardently desired, he returned on board 
with a light heart, resolved, as soon as he could 
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oonTeniently do so^ to hare an inf eryiew with 
Sir Gterald Granyille himself. The next morn- 
ing he Bailed for Bantry, where he replaced his 
sprung topmast. Here he received intelligence 
of the abduction of Miss Atherstone. 

The evening after, just as he was preparing 
for sea, one of his cutters came in crippled, 
with the information that she had chased The 
Warhawk off the mouth of the bay ; but her 
mast head being struck with a heavy shot, she 
was completely disabled from pursuing the 
lugger, which, the lieutenant declared, was 
evidently making for some part of the coast. 
In half*an-hour after, the brig was standing 
out of the bay with a fine breeze from the 
westward. The cutter was ordered as soon as 
she could repair damages, to put to sea, and 
keep a sharp look-out to the westward of the 
Kenmare river, while the captain himself ran 
down the coast towards Cape Clear. 

Unfortunately, as Captain Morris thought, 
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he was suddenly becalmed during the night, 
and in the morning the brig was lying quite 
still, without an air of wind, scarcely a mile from 
Three Castle Head* 

'^This is a strange calm, Mr. Haultight/' 
said Captain Morris, sweeping the horizon with 
his glass. 

^' It looks infinitely more like a heavy gale 
of wind, to judge both by the sky and the 
state of the atmosphere," returned the lieu- 
tenant " This heavy ground-swell is fast 
setting us in for the land. Suppose we get the 
boats out, and reach a better offing." 

"There's a six-oared whale-boat pulling 
round The Head towards us, sir," said a young 
mid, who had gone aloft for a look-out 
" She's just coming out now, sir, from under 
the shade of The Head." 

Both commander and lieutenant turned their 
glasses in the direction of The Head, and soon 
made out a long whale-boat under six oars, 
pulling evidently for them. 
I 5 
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^'I 6M two persons sitting in the stem* 
sheets," said Lieatenant Haultight ; " and, by 
Jove, here's a oat's paw coming over the water 
from the southward." 

• As he spoke, one of those flaws of wind, 
which the sailors call cat's paws, lifted the 
heavy sails of the brig, filled them, and nrged 
the vessel on for an instant, and then fell stark 
calm again. 

^' Ah !" said a pilot standing by the helms- 
man, ^' we shall have more than we can stagger 
under before night." 

^^Here is some intelligence for us," said 
Captain Morris; ^Hhere is a gentleman in a 
military undress sitting in the stern, steering ; 
the other is in plain clothes, probably an 
attendant." 

*^ Here, boy, put the ropes and ladder over 
the side," said the lieutenant, ^'she will be 
alongside in a moment. How fast those whale- 
boats pull I" 
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^'They are very fast, and Ywf fine sea- 
boats/' observed Captain Morris; ^^I prelSeir 
them infinitely to a gig. I see the Cork pilots . 
are using them very much." 

As the Captain spoke, the whale-boat shqt 
up alongside, and he moved forward to receive 
the distinguished individual, who, the next 
minute, stood upon the deck of the brig." 

'^ Captain Morris, I presume," said Sir Ge- 
rald Granville, looking with evident surprise 
into the handsome features of the Commander. 
" My name is Granville." 

Captain Morris could hardly restrain his 
emotion. Dennis G'Began, who had accompa- 
nied his master on board, stared from one to 
the other of the two young men with a kind of 
bewildered amazement, rubbing the back of 
his head violently, as was his custom when 
puzzled. 

f* Tou will excuse me detaining you a few 
minutes," said Colonel Granville. ^^ I followed 
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yon out from the bay, hearing from a fishing* 
boat that yon were becalmed, and hoping to 
overtake yoo, which, Inckily, I have accom- 
plished. We have obtained positive informa- 
tite ^t Miss Atherstone has been carried off 
by sea.^^ 

" Will you do me the honour, Sir Gterald," 
said Captain Morris, in an agitated tone and 
manner, " of accompanying me to the cabin." 

Colonel Granville bowed, and, with strange 
thoughts struggling through his brain, followed 
Captain Morris. 

No sooner did O'Eegan see them disappear 
down the companion, than he turned round 
and said to the lieutenant — 

" By the immortal powers this bates all ! 
Please, sir, what's the captain of this ship's 
Christian name ?" 

" Well, my good fellow, I'll oblige you in 
that request," good-naturedly replied the lieu- 
tenant; ''his Christian name is Cuthbert — 
Cuthbert Morris." 
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"By gorra, I knew it I Cuthbert Fitzmau- 
rice — that's his name, or by jabers, mine's not 
Dennis O'Eegan. And I would like to see the 
chap as would say that to my face," exclaimed 
O'Eegan, with an energy that startled the 
worthy lieutenant, who knew that some mys- 
tery was attached to his commander's birth. 
Catching Dennis by the arm, he said — 

" What the deuce makes you add a Fitz to 
our captain's name, eh ?" 

** What makes me?" echoed Dennis. *'Be 
me sowl, I've good reason. Did you see that 
gentleman that went down into the cabin with 
him— eh ?" 

" I did, and was struck with the great like- 
ness between hira and our commander," re- 
plied the lieutenant. 

" Ha ! ha 1 Be the powers, there's no mis* 
take. He's found this time, old boy !" And, 
in the excitement of the moment, he hit the 
lieutenant a slap on the back^ to the great 
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hoiror and amazement of sereral of the erew on 
witnessing such an indignity inflicted on their 
lieutenant. But Mr. Haultight, though some- 
what driven out of his equilibrium by the 
energy of O'Began's manner, was far too inte- 
rested in the matter to mind trifles. 

Before the lieutenant could reply, or ask the 
question on his lips, the voice of &ir Gerald 
Granville, calliDg on O'fiegan to descend^ 
caused that worthy to exclaim — 

"Ha! by St Patrick, I^m right!" And 
down the companion stairs plunged he in such 
haste and heedlessness, and not being very 
steady on his legs in a vessel, that be entered 
the cabin of the brig like a thunderbolt. 

As soon as he regained his perpendicular^ 
which he did with a smothered anathema 
against all crafts that walk the waters, his 
master said— 

" Here is a strange discovery, Dennis, and a 
happy one. You will be able^^ even better than 
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I, to satisfy the seruples of this gentleman^ 
who, thank God, I firmly believe to be my 
long lost brother, Cuthbert Fitzmaurice." 

We will not weary our readers, at this con- 
cluding part of our narrative, \^ith recapitula- 
tions of incidents and events. It will be quite 
sufficient to say that Sir Gerald Granville and 
Dennis, after comparing all the dates and cirr 
cumstances which Cuthbert Morris could lay 
before thera, coupled with Dennis's own re-^ 
miniscences, were satisfied that, in the com- 
mander of the brig, they beheld the lost Cuth- 
bert Fitzmaurice. 

" If we could only lay hold, your honor,'' 
said Dennis, highly elated, ^^ of that rascal 
Mahony, or Phalim O'Toole — as he wanted to 
style himself — and, alFO, of his blessed better- 
half, Mrs, Brady Sullivan, we shouid be all 
right." 

*^ We must collect all the proofs we can, 
Cuthbert, to satisfy the law," said Sir Gerald, 
pressing his brother's hand. " For myself, I 
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need no father testimony. Nature spoke in 
my heart the moment I beheld you.^' 

The voice of Mr. Haultight now interrupted 
the brothers — 

" Here's a heavy breeze from the nor-east, 
jsir ; and the men in the boat are uaeasy." 

As he spoke, the breeze heeled the brig over 
on her side. Sir Qerald hastily wrote a few 
lines on a sheet of paper, folded, and sealed it, 
and directed it to Mrs. Atherstone. 

" Now, Dennis, give this to the men," said 
he ; " and this, also,'' handing him five 
guineas. ** Tell them to send on that letter at 
once, when they get to Bantry." 

*^ I will stand in to the smooth water under 
The Head," observed the lieutenant, speaking 
down the sky-light ; *' and then cast off the 
boat. It will save them a heavy pull." 

" Do so, Mr. Haultight," returned the com- 
mander ; while Dennis hastened up with the 
letter. 
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The two brothers seemed so overjoyed at the 
strange and most unexpected discovery of their 
relationship, that even the Colonel, for the 
moment, almost forgot the object of his visit 
to the brig. 

" At all events, Cuthbert," said Sir Gerald, 
after a long and most interesting conversa- 
tion, " there will be no one to oppose your 
succession to the Fitzmaurice estates ; for the 
attainder is reversed in my favour." 

" Tou have a noble, generous heart, Gerald,^' 
replied Cuthbert Fitzmaurice, as we shall 
henceforth call him ; and I glory ten thousand 
times more in calling you brother, than in the 
succession to all the estates in his Majesty^s 
dominions. But now, dear Gerald, let us talk 
over this most unfortunate affair of the abduc* 
tion of Miss Atherstone — on whose recovery, I 
know, depends the whole happiness of your 
life. Have you gained any recent information 
concerning the retreat of O'Grady and his 
son?" 
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" Something I have oertalnly learned," 
answered Colonel Granville ; ^' and that is, that 
the notorious smuggling lugger, The Warhawk, 
in which William O^Grady carrried off Miss 
Hiss Atherstone, is concealed in some deep 
inlet on this coast ; and that he intends, after 
getting his father on board, to sail for the coast 
of Spain* I have searched every creek betwe^i 
Kenmare and Black Castle ; and I now wish; 
you to keep a strict guard on this coast, while 
I search, with a boat's crew, the deep inlets 
that lie concealed by the Islands of Cape 
Clear. I am told there are several singular 
creeks, of which the entrances are concealed by 
rocks and islands. It is not improbable that 
this lugger may be at anchor behind some of 
those islands." 

" Those are the very inlets and creeks I 
now intend searching," said the commander 
of the brig. " With infinite difficulty, I 
have succeeded in getting a couple of pilots 
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well acquainted with the rocks and shoals along 
the coast. Two or three years ago, I chased 
that very Warhawk from The Mizen Head to 
The Old Head, in a tolerably fast cutter; 
but lost her in a heavy gale and a dense 
fog, off the Old Head of £insale. And, by 
Jove, I heard afterwards that this desperate 
smuggler actually landed a valuable cargo 
that very night — a deuce of a night it was — 
within a league of the place I lost sight of 
him in.'^ 

" There is a suspicious sail to windward, 
sir,'' s^id Mr. Haultight, through the open 
skylight. " I think it is The Warhawk." 

The brothers sprang to their feet; and, 
with simply a pressure of the hand, hurried on 
deck. Lieutenant Haultight handed the glass 
to his commander, saying— 

^^ There away, sir. She has a staggering 
breeze, and is going away south and by 
West." 
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" A three-masted logger. See her quite 
plain sir/' sung out a young mid from the 
m&st-head. 

The commander looked several moments 
through the glass at the distant sail ; and 
then, handing the telescope to his brother, 
said — 

" There's not a doubt of it That's The 
Warhawk." 

Colonel Oianville felt no little agitation as 
he turned the glass upon the yessel in which 
be felt satisfied was his bdoyed Aleen. He 
gazed long and earnestlj through the glass 
at the lugger, which rapidly came nearer; 
for the brig was standing right across her 
course. She was under her three lugs, without 
a single reef in them, though the breeae was 
heavy, and the brig had taken in a reef in 
both topsails. As Sir Gerald looked through 
the glass, she suddenly altered her course, 
hauling home her sheets and getting thus upon 
a wind. 
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" Ha, by Jove," exclaimed Mr. Haultigbt, 
" she sees us !" Then turning to his com- 
mander, he said — 

"We can carry otv top-gallant sails over 
our reefed topsails; for I feel satisfied we 
shall have some very heavy squalls out of 
that black, dense sky to windward." 

" T agree with you," returned Captain 
Fitzmaurice. '^ At all events, let us see how 
we hold with him. Unfortunately, he is full 
three miles to windward; and we have only 
four hours daylight to come." 

Sir Gerald Granville was in a state of 
intense anxiety ; he knew enough of the sea 
to know that to capture a vessel three miles 
to windward, and that vessel, perhaps, nearly 
as fast as the pursuer, would be a tedious and 
prolonged chase. Moreover, during the night, 
she might entirely escape them. The agony 
of mind this thought caused him, was quite 
perceptible to his brother, who at once said — 
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" You are uneasy, dear Gerald. But do 
not be so. This is a remarkably fast vessel ; 
and if we have to follow him to the coast of 
France, we will have him. Half an hour, 
however, will shew our respective speed ; and 
it is quite impossible he can carry that press 
of canvass on a wind in this rapidly- increasing 
gale." 

All now on board the brig were in a great 
state of excitement : the squalls were heavy 
and required great attention, lowering and 
hoisting the top-gallant sails as the force of 
the squalls required. 

^' We evidently gain upon the lugger," said 
the lieutenant of the brig, " especially during 
the heavy squalls which force her to lower 
her main sail. She has also taken in a reef 
in her fore lug. Ha ! stand by there," vocife- 
rated he, " tacks and sheets. Here's a tre- 
mendous squall coming over the sea like a 
race -horse." 
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Colonel Granville, who had his eyes fixed 
upon the lugger, suddenly beheld her enve- 
loped in a sea of mist. The tops of the waves 
seized by the squall, and hurled along like a 
snow-drift, completely hid her from sight. 

Being skilfully handled, the brig, though 
she bent with the tremendous violence of the 
squall till her yards dipped in the foaming sea, 
yet gracefully and easily recovered herself, 
throwing a cloud of spray from her bows as 
she again dashed through the breaking seas 
with renewed speed. 

" The Warhawk has carried away her fore- 
mast, sir," shouted one qf the men aloft. 

" Ah, by Jove !" exclaimed Captain Fitz- 
maurice, in a joyful tone, " we have her, 
Gerald." 

The fury of the squall being spent, up 
went top-gallant sails ; the next moment the 
yards were squared ; and the brig dashed 
before the gale. The Warhawk was then 
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scudding under her main lug and mizen; 
M'hile it was evident to those on board the 
brig that they were coming rapidly up with 
her. They were not now more than a mile 
and a-half from each other, when Captain Fitz- 
maurice ordered one of his bow chasers to be 
fired. No sooner had the sound of the gun 
died away, than a wreath of smoke rushed 
out from The Warhawk's deck. 

*^ Ha ! Confound the fellow^s impudence !" 
ejaculated Mr. Haultight, as the shot from the 
lugger's swivel twelve-pounder cut away one 
of the topsail ties. The damage was instantly 
repaired. 

In another half hour, they were within less 
than a mile; and then the brig opened fire 
upon the lugger to cripple her. When shoot- 
ing up in the wind, they saw she had con- 
trived to get up a short jury mast on which 
they set a large shoulder-of- mutton sail; and 
hauling her sheets flat, she got upon her 
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favorite point of sailing on a wind. The brig 
was soon after her ; but, to their great surprise, 
the lugger appeared to sail under her reduced 
canvas faster than ever. 

Again the brig kept away a point or two, 
and opened fire upon the lugger, knocking 
away her mizen mast altogether. The War- 
hawk, however, determined to hold on to the 
last ; for she daringly returned the brig's fire, 
cutting away the fore- topsail sheets, and cast- 
ing the sail loose. 

Sir Gerald Granville watched these proceed- 
ings with intense anxiety. He perceived, 
now that the squalls had ceased, and it blew 
a steady gale, that they did not gain an inch 
on the lugger ; and another shot from The 
Warhawk splintered the brig's foreyard, which 
so enraged Mr. Haultight that, watching his 
opportunity, he fired his whole broadside into 
the lugger. This settled the chase : the lug- 
ger's mainmast fell over the side and a loud 

VOL, in. K 
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cheer from the brig's crew testified tbek 
satisfaction. 

Even under this terrible misfortune, The 
Warhawk showed no signs of surrender ; for 
again her heavy swivel sent its contents 
on board the brig, completely smashing her 
fore-topsail -yard, besides cutting away the 
starboard sheet of the main- top-sail. The 
next moment, she had hoisted a square-sail 
on her jury-foremast, and was running dead 
before the wind. 

Enraged at the audacity and determination 
of the crew of The Warhawk, Captain Fit^- 
maurice, though he disliked taking life if he 
could avoid it, poured another broadside into 
the lugger, then not five hundred yards distant. 
This discharge left her lying on the stormy 
sea without a mast or spar standing. The 
brig was then hove to ; and though it was 
blowing a smart gale, and the sea in much 
commotion, the long boat was got over the 



JHH WABHAWKr 195 

side into whioh Coloiiel Granville got, in an 
extremely excited state of mind. Lieutenant 
Haultight and ten well-armed men followed ; 
and then they pulled for the lugger. On as- 
cending the side, they perceived that there 
were but three or four men on deck ; and they 
rtood, with savage looks and dogged unccm- 
eem, grouped forward. 

^^ So/' said Lieutenant Haultight, as he and 
Colonel Granville sprang upon deck, ^^you 
have made a pretty mess of this firing on, and 
injuring, a king's ship ! Do you know you'll 
9wing from a yarm-arm for this ?" 

" Swing, and be " said a tall, fierce- 

Jodking smuggler, as liie pitched his cutlass 
overb^^rd. "It's e^sy to brag witji only 
fourteen men on board. By Heaven, if all 
^ax orew was here, no king's ship afloat should 
ever have taken us." 

" Well, you rascal, you're taken now. So 
*:3 
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Bend the rest of the men upon deck," returned 
the lieutenant, angrily. 

<^ Send them up yourself/' retorted the man, 
with a scowl. 

TVhile this short dialogue was passing, 
Colonel Granville, whose anxiety was intense, 
followed by O'Began, descended the cabin 
stairs, expecting to find, if not his beloved 
Aleen, at least, the two O'Gradys. As he went 
down, heavy groans and moans reached his 
car. Startled and alarmed, the Colonel entered 
the cabin. As he did so, he paused, and looked 
with painful surprise upon the scene presented 
to his view. 

The cabin of the lugger was lighted by a 
large, handsome lamp that swung to and fro 
with the heavy rolling of the mastless vessel. 
It was now dusk ; for the chase had continued 
during several hours. Stretched on a mattrass, 
upon the floor, lay a man apparently dying 
from a gun-shot wound. The other persons. 
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evidently of the crew of the logger, were 
kneeling beside the wounded man endeavour- 
ing to staunch the blood that flowed from a 
wound in the side. As, Colonel Granville eur 
tered, the sufferer looked up with a painful 
effprt, and, for a single instant, his eyes rested 
upon the face of Sir Gerald. With a deep 
groan of anguish, he closed his eyes, and tried 
to turn aside. His head then fell back upon 
the mattrass. . 

Struck by the countenance of the wounded 
oaan, his look of agony, as his eyes met his, 
and his attire, so different from the lawless 
men beside him, the Colonel, in a moment, 
guessed that the sufferer before him was the 
misguided and guilty O^Grady. The two men 
looked up : one of them, in a rough^ reckless 
time, said-^ 

^^ If you want to have a chance of hanging 
him, you had better send a surgeon on bo^d. 
There are others wounded." 
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*' Hail the brig for the surgeon, OTRegan,*^ 
said the Colonel, not heeding the rough and in- 
solent manner of the smuggler. Despite 
O'Orady's errors and crimes, a feeling of com- 
passion ifbr his dying relative took possessioxi 
of Gerald's heart. Approaching, he said to 
the sailor who had just spoken — 

" How is this, my man ? Answer me oirflly, 
for you will gain nothing by roughness. Has 
this gentleman been struck by a ball from the 

bri^ r 

Somewhat awed by the look and manner of 
the Colonel, the man replied — 

** No, sir ; a splinter from Ae mainmast — 
the last shot fired — made this gaidx in his 
side.'^ 

And with a smothered curse, he muttered 
something, the exaot meaning of which the 
Colonel could not make out. But the word 
'* woman" caught his ear. 

^^ Is there a lady^ on board this craft ?" de- 
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inanded Gerald Granville. ** I tvill do my best 
to save you all from punishment ; but answef 
me truly." 

" No, sir,'* answered the tnan more civilly } 
^ there is no female on board." 

^* Good God I" exclaimed the Colonelj 
" where can they have carried her ?" 

Just then, Mr. Haultight put his head into 
the cabin, saying— - 

^^The surgeon is coming. Colonel. Thre6 
men are severely hurt on board. Will you 
return to the brig ? I find the object of your 
search is not here ^ but the wounded person 
before you is the identical Fenwick, whom wd 
irete so anxious to capture. We shall rig up 
s6m(S spars." 

^^I shall stay where I am^" said the 
Colonel, looking at the miserable O'Grady, wha, 
hearing the words of the lieutenant, moatied 
and groaned in anguish. * 

Siir Gerald ordered O'Began to try and h6 
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of service to the wretched sufferer, and bathe 
his face with water, for he appeared to have 
fiednted. In a few minutes, the surgeon en- 
tered the cabin, and, at once, on examining 
the wound, pronounced it to be mortal, and 
that O'Grady would not live beyond a few 
hours. 

Touched by his situation, and truly misera- 
ble concerning the fate of Aleen, Colonel Gran- 
ville ascended upon deck. 

The lugger was under weigh — ^Mr. Haul- 
tight having got up two temporary spars. Most 
of her crew had been taken on board the brig ; 
and Mr. Haultight, with a dozen seamen, sent 
by Captain Fitzmaurice, was running the 
lugger in for Bantry Bay. The night was in- 
tensely dark, and the gale violent, with a CEoes, 
tumbling sea. The lights of the brig, which led 
the way, were perceptible ; but not a vestige 
of anything else was to be seen on the troubled 
waves which broke into foam around them. 
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^^This is a very fine boat. Colonel Gran- 
yiUe/V said Mr. Haultight, who was quite 
ignorant of the relationship that existed be- 
tween Mr. O'Grady and Sir Gerald. " If we 
had not completely crippled her by that last 
shot, she would have escaped us during the 
night. We have made a most important 
capture.'' 

" He will scarcely live till morning !'' said 
our hero, whose mind was too pre-occupied to 
heed the lieutenant's observations. 

Just then, the surgeon came up, and hearing 
voices, joined the companions, saying to 
Colonel Granville — 

'^The wounded gentleman — for gentleman 
he evidently is — earnestly desires to see you. 
Sir Grerald. He has something important to 
communicate ; and he knows he cannot live 
beyond an hour or so." 

Most anxious to learn, if possible, where 

Miss Atherstone was concealed, and what 
K 5 
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William O'Grady's projects were with respect 
to her — and prepared to sacrifice any amount 
of fortune to rescae her, Colonel Granville de- 
scended to the cabin, where he found the kind- 
hearted (VEegan propping up O'Grady with 
pillows, administering to him a cordial whidl 
the surgeon had brought with him, and, in hVR 
honest, straight- forward manner, soothing the 
unfortunate man, whose agony of mind and 
body seemed intolerable. 

As Sir Gerald approached the mattrass on 
which Mr. O'Grady reclined, he addressed him 
with much kindness of manner and consider- 
able emotion, saying that he would do anything 
he could to ease his mind ; but, at the same 
time, implored him to say where his son had 
concealed Miss Atherstone. 

O'Grady let his gaze rest for a moment 
upon the features of Colonel Granville, while, 
with a feeble hand, he wiped the perspiration 
from his pallid brow. 
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" I little deserve, Sir Gerald Granville," said 
O'Grady, in a low tremulous voice, " words df 
kindness from you, whom I have pursued frofn 

• 

childhood with bitter hate." He paused a 
moment, drank a glass of cordial, and then 
continued : — 

^^ I have neither strength nor time," said he, 
f^ to go into details of the past. I am guilty 
of much, perhaps not of all, laid to my charge. 
In my last moments, I must prevent further 
evil. The young lady my son carried oflf from 
Atherstone Hall, is safe and uninjured ; neither 
did M, son intend to to. her in ^o, ^. 
His intention was to hold her in security, and 
concealed from you, till you consented to 
ransom her at a great sacrifice. Considering 
himself as the child of the eldest daughter oi 
Sir Vrance Granville, his purpose was to gain 
possession of the eighty thousand pounds, left 
you by your uncle, Sir Hugh ; and then leavfe 
this country for ever."' 
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nhmmttd, ^^tbat I w ahrajs viDii^ and 
ttaUd 00 to Bj flolidtcry wiio comwimiiated 
Iheaauiie to jmsrs,io settle mToj bandaome 
pnpertr on jour aoa ; and, eren at the time lie 
eoflunitted this kst outrage, was still wiDiiig 
to do so, Bnt ereiy adyanee of mine was met 
with soorn and oontempL" 

Mr. O^Giady moaned bitterly ; and, gaining 
a little strength, said — 

" I know all that, Colonel GrsniiOe ; and 
how noble and gen^roos was your nature. 
But haunted through life by the idea that the 
Giunyille estates should, by right, be my son^s, 
were it not for a royal grant, I became deter- 
mined to possess them at all risks. But I am 
djing I Oh, my Fon I" 

^* I pledge you my word," said Sir Gerald, 
in a voice of much emotion, '^ I pledge my 
sacred word if it will ease your mind with re- 
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spcct to your son, I will never — if he restores 
Miss Atherstone alive and unharmed — pursue 
him with any feeling of revenge. On t^o con- 
trary, I will put him in possession of ample 
means of living in other lands, where he may, 
I trust, become a wiser and a better man." 

For several moments the dying father buried 
his face in his hands. O'Began shed tears, 
and muttered various sentences to himself as 
he wiped the brow, and moistened the lips of 
the penitent 0' Grady, who, looking up, pressed 
O'Eegan's hand, saying — 

"This worthy man has eased my mind 
greatly. Thank God, Sir Gerald's brother 
lives by a strange and merciful decree of 
Providence. From him, I may say, I receive 
my death wound. The name of the Dutch 
Gtalliote he was found in was The Hohengolien. 
With respect to Miss Atherstone, she is now 
held prisoner in a tower on one of the Islands 
near Cape Clear. You will easily distinguish 
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the Island by its lofty tower. Brady SoUiTan^ 
or rather Mahony, has the charge of her. 
From her. Sir Gerald, you will gain important 
information concerning your brother's abduc- 
tion. She can fully prove his birth and rights. 
In my last hoiu*, I here solemnly declare I 
did not fire the shot that slew Sir Vrance 
Granville.^' 

A violent spasm shook the frame of O'Grady. 
He held forth his hand and looked imploringly 
into the Colonel's face. 

Gerald Granville knelt beside him, pressed 
his clammy hands, assured him he forgave him, 
and would protect his son; and prayed fer- 
vently by his side. 

In another moment, the guilty O'Grady 
ceased to exist. 
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CHAPTER IX. 



It c?as scarcely more than two hours after 
dawn before the brig was again under weigh, 
having left the lugger under charge of an 
officer and ten men — the smugglers were se- 
cured. Little rest did either Colonel Gran- 
ville or his brother take during the few hours 
the brig remained at anchor in Bantry Bay. 

The death of O'Grady, guilty of so many 
crimes, was still, to a certain degree, a painful 
event. Connected, by marriage, with the 
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Wilb the crew of fhe smuggler, fhej kneif 
not wdl wlmt to doL The firing i^n a Song's 
sh^, thongh no lires were kst, was a graye 
offnee against the hiws. Still, ocmoemed as 
Hmr reladye was with them, it was painful to 
tbar graeroos natures to hand tiiem oyer to 
the rigour of the law. The capture of the 
lugger and the death of O'Grady would com- 
pletely disperse the gang. 

Deeply anxious to release Aleen from her 
esptirity^ Colonel Granville could not rest till 
they got under weigh for Cape Clear. The 
wind had shifted and blew from the north, 



THE WABHAWK. 209 

which retarded their progress, as they had to 
double Danmannus Head. They then stood 
along the coast for Cape Clear. But the wind 
fell, so that night had set in before the Tower 
on the Island could be seen; and the place 
being notorious for shoals and reefs of sunken 
rocks, the brig was hove to, and the long boat 
got out 

Colonel Granville, his brother, and half a 
dozen well-armed men, embarked ; and, guided 
Iby an experienced pilot, pulled in amongst the 
Islands. It was rather a dark night ; and 
without a pilot, well acquainted with the lo- 
cality, it would have been impossible to get 
through the sunken reefs. Passing between 
several of the Islands, the eye, getting accus* 
tomed to the obscurity, began to distinguish 
objects more distinctly. 

<< I can see,'' said Colonel Granville, ^' the 
dark outlines of a tower on yonder high land. 
That must be Tower Island, or, as it is called^ 
« Clara Island." 
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"Yes, your honour," said the pilot, who 
heard the words, ^^ that is the one ; but there 
is an Island between us and Tower Island, 
which is a very lofty one. The little bay inside 
is sheltered from every wind, by this Islaiii^ 

r 

and the other without." 

" I have no doubt," observed Captain Fitz- 
maurice, ^' that the lugger lay concealed in 
kome of the creeks in this vicinity, which are 
numerous and extremely difficult of access, 
except at the top of spring tides. I was twice 
on this coast, intending to examine' them^ 
but every time heavy gales on the spring tides, 
and heavy seas, prevented me." 

"They seldom run for these inlets, joui 
h6nor," remarked the pilot, " except during 
spring tides ; for though plenty of water is in 
the creeks, their entrance is only possible on 
the high springs," 

They had now pulled round, and ran into 
the little bay before Tower Island. 
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Colonel Granville felt his heart beat with 
anxiety as the boat's keel touched the strand. 
The cliffs appeared high and beetling. Leaving 
a couple of men to keep the boat afloat, 
thej commenced searching for a path to the 
summit. 

It was at that period that Dennis Mahony 
and his associate, the Dutch skipper, Tender* 
sink, rushed up the secret track and carried 
6ff, as related, Aleen afid her maid Jessy. 
After groping about for a little while, one of 
the men found the path usually taken to reach 
the Tower. T7p this they all went, and soon 
reached the front of the building. Just thea 
the report of Mahony^s pistol reached their 
ears. 

" By Jove, some of the smugglers are 
below," said Captain Pitzmaurice, with a 
start. " I will go back with two or three of 
the men, while you, Gerald, force the door 
of the tower. The rascals may overpower 
our men in the boat, and seize her." 
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Extremely alarmed, Gbrald Granville and 
O'Began put their shoulders to the door, and 
burst it open. All was silent. O'Began 
struck a light, and rushing through the room 
on the ground floor, they perceived the stairs 
leading to the upper rooms. Anticipating 
evil, from the perfect stillness around them. 
Colonel Granville rushed up stairs, pushed 
open the door, and entered Aleen's former* 
place of confinement. With a distracted gaze^ 
he looked round the little apartment. Several 
articles of women's dress lay upon the table ; 
but Aleen, the dear object of his search, was 
gone. 

" Curse the villains !" cried O'Began ; " they 
have carried them both off I" and without 
waiting for a word from his bewildered master, 
he darted down stairs and rapidly descended 
the rocks to the beach. 

Completely staggered by this unexpected 
event. Sir Gterald, after searching the upper 
room, hastened after Dennis O'Began. On 
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reaching the beach, he found his brother in 
a state of excitement, and the two men left 
with the boat, one with a cut over his temple, 
and the other with a pistol ball in his 
shoulder. 

^^ This comes of not keeping a good look- 
out," said Captain Fitzmaurice, in a vexed 
tone to the wounded men. *^ Were you not 
already hurt, you would incur punishment. 
You allow yourselves to be surprised and 
overpowered by two men carrying two women 
in their arms, though both of you were well 
armed with pistols and cutlasses. This is 
disgraceful." 

The men, who loved their commander well, 
felt his reproof much more than their hurts, 
^d hung down their heads with shame and 
vexation. 

** What, in heaven's name, is to be done ?" 
asked Colonel Granville, in an agitated tone. 
Then, addressing the wounded sailors, he in- 
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quired if they knew the men by whom they had 
been assailed, and whether William O'Grady 
was one of them. 

" I do not Itnow who they were, sir," was 
the reply. " One was a foreigner. I am 
certain of that, by his oaths. The other 
was a rough brute, and had a woman with 
him whom he called Brady. But if we had 
a boat, they could easily be caught. They 
can't pull that long boat^ sir, above a couple 
of miles an hour with two oars." 

Though feeling keenly his brother's sad dis- 
appointment, Captain Fitzmaurice had no other 
consolation to offer than that Mr. Haultight 
would undoubtedly send another boat in the 
morning, finding they did not return. " Be- 
sides," he added, *' ten chances to one, they 
will see the long boat puUiug out from the 
island, as they must pass tolerably close to the 
brig ; and a sharp look-cut will be sure to be 
kept. I perceive, moreover, there is a breezy 
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from the south-west rising, which will at once 
prevent the boat from gaining the land in 
th^t direction," 

Colonel Granville was forced to exercise 
that most useful of virtues, patience, though 
suffering great anxiety. He was much puzzled 
in conjecturii^ where the two men, agents, of 
course, of William 0' Grady, could possibly 
think of conveying Aleen. The risk she 
incurred in an open boat, also tormented his 
mind. 

WhUe the two brothers were conversing 
upon their want of forethought in leaving 
only two men to guard the- boat, the sailors 
dispersed over the island to search for the 
caves where the smugglers must have beeu 
concealed. For a time, they were baffled in 
finding the caverns ; and only by mere chance, 
one of them, in falling over a rook, discovered 
the narrow entrance. 

On hearing this. Captain Fitzmaurice or- 
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dered a torch to be lighted; and then the 
whole party entered the large outward oavem. 
Here a large quantity of goods of all sorts 
and of considerable value was discoyered. An 
immense stock of holiands and brandy was 
also stowed away in tiers. 

^^ This is a seizure of some yalue/' said the 
Captain to his brother ; ^^ and must be looked 
after." 

Haying examined both the outward and in- 
ward cayem, they returned to the Tower, to 
wait for daylight, and endeayour to signalize 
the brig. In rummaging the tower, O'Began 
found it was well stored with food, wine, and 
spirits. Accustomed to attend to the Colonel's 
wants during his campaigns in Flanders, where 
his ingenuity often found his master a sub- 
stantial repast when food was scarce, Dennis 
insisted on placing before the brothers a most 
excellent supper. 

As to the Colonel, his thoughts were too 
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busy to allow him to feel inclined to eat. But, 
to induce Cuthbert Fitzmaurice to sit down, 
he drank a little wine, and partook of O'Eegan's 
repast. 

The night passed in conversation. Gerald 
briefly related the chief events of his life to 
his brother, who, thus acquainted with facts 
before unknown to him, became more deeply 
interested in the fate of Aleen. 

Meanwhile, O'Eegan took care of the sailors 
in the room below, and, before morning, was 
a prodigious favorite with them. 

It was scarcely dawn, when the whole party 
in the tower were startled by the loud boom 
of a C£|nnon from seaward. 

" A gun from the brig !" exclaimed Captain 
Fitzmaurice, starting up ; while the Colonel, 
without a word, ran to the window facing the 
sea. 

Another, and then another report followed. 

" By Heavens, there is something going on 

VOL. III. L 
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outside !" ejaculated Sir Gerald to his brother, 
in great excitement. " I cannot see the brig — 
the light is yet weak.'* 

But as the dawn increased in strength, ob- 
jects some distance from the island were dis- 
cerned ; and one of the sailors, with a shout, 
declared he caught a glimpse of the brig^s gig, 
pulled by four men, turning the angle of the 
outward Island. The whole party then pro- 
ceeded to the beach. A very few minutes 
after, the gig entered the little bay, with a 
midshipman sitting in the stem sheets at the 
helm. 

As soon as her keel grated on the sand, Cap- 
tain Fitzmaurice demanded of the youth what 
was the meaning of the firing, and whether 
they had seen the long boat. 

The mid answered by saying that Lieutenant 
Haultight had discovered the long boat, almost 
before the dawn. The men who rowed her 
were forced to pass close to the brig ; for out- 
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side, the wind was fresh to the westward, and 
the boat pulled heavily under two oars. Having 
made her out with his glass, he suspected 
something wrong, and despatched the mid to 
the Island with the gig, while the brig was got 
under weigh to pursue the boat. 

" Good God ! he did not surely fire at the 
boat?" exclaimed Colonel Granville, with a 
distracted air. 

" I don't think that, sir," replied the mid- 
shipman ; *^ but we cannot say why the gun 
was fired, as we were groping our way be- 
tween the Islands at the time ; and a small 
range of high rocks shut the brig out from our 
view." 

"With your leave, Cuthbert, I will take 
the gig," said Colonel Granville, ^' and pursue 
thfe boat. With six oars, and only tWo of us 
in the stcim, she will row fast." 

" Do so, Gerald. I know your anxiety of 
mmd must be gr^t. I will sfgnaKze the brig 

L 2 
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from the tower ; there's a whale boat on board 
still." 

Taking his brother's cntlasa and a brace of 
pistols, and followed by O'Eegan, who provided 
himself with weapons, Gerald seated himself 
in the gig, which, impelled by six able-bodied 
seamen, flew over the still water. 

" Now, my lads," said the Colonel, *^ capture 
the long boat, and you shall have five hundred 
pounds between you." 

A cheer, echoed from the high land, burst 
from the excited sailors, as the ash oars bent 
to their vigorous exertions. 

** Be the immortal powers !" exclaimed 
O'Eegan, looking at the priming of the pistols^ 
*' the boat flies. Only give me one pop at that 
rascal Phalim O'Toole, as he wanted to be 
called, and he'll scarcely eat his breakfast after 
it. Tt's him, and no other, and that jade, 
Brady." 

" He will be wanted, Dennis," said the 
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Colonel; "therefore, do not throw away 
powder upon him. Let the pistols alone ; we 
shall scarcely want to use them with only two 
men to contend with, even should we be so 
fortunate as to overtake them." 

They soon emerged into open water after 
passing Hare Island. The dawn was clear 
and bright, with a smart breeze from the west- 
ward. Having passed the Island, they per- 
ceived the brig ; when one of the men standing 
up, in the excitement of the moment, cried 
out — 

"By Jabers, the brig's aground! she has 
her sails clewed up. She's on the bank off 
Long Island. Hurrah !" he added, " there's 
the long boat pulling heavily against this 
breeze for Blackcastle Bay. Hurrah !" 

The man was right ; the brig was fast upon 
a bank ; but, fortunately, it was on the last 
hour of ebb tide ; and, right ahead of the brig, 
was the long boat endeavouring to pull in for 
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the land against the breeze whieh blue partly 
from the shore. The water was tolerably 
smooth ; for the westerly winds blew off that 
part of the coast, consequently the brig ran 
no risk — an hour or two's flood would float 
her. 

The reason why the long boat, with onr fair 
heroine and Jessy, had made so little progress 
during the night, was her getting aground on a 
shoal, in consequence of Mahony think- 
ing to make a short cut between two small 
islands, and thus avoid a long pull against the 
wind with a heavy boat. I^ot being well 
acquainted with the locality, he became en- 
tangled amid the shoals, and a falling tide, and 
thus lost several hours ; so that it was day* 
break before he contrived to get into open 
water. 

In half-an-hour or less. Colonel Oranville 
passed under the stem of the brig. The crew 
were busy getting an anchor out into deep 
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water, to warp her off the moment the tide 
made. Mr. Haultight stood ready to speak to 
them ; and, when within hail, Colonel Gran^ 
yille briefly told him of their mishap, and re- 
quested him to send a boat for his com- 
mander. 

^^ Curse the rascals!" growled the lieutenant. 
^^ I would hare had them long ere this, but the 
tail of this confounded bank picked me up. 
But you will catch them long before they can 
reach the land. They are making for Black 
Castle Bay. I see a Dutch sloop coming out 
from Crookhaven, and steering for the boat — 
confederates, perhaps. Pull away, Colonol; 
no time to lose. Confound this bank I I would 
haye sunk the rascals, only I saw women in 
the boat." 

Colonel Granyille did not hear half the sen- 
tence, for the gig was pulling with might and 
main after the long boat. The island called 
Cape Clear lies a considerable distance from th^ 
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main land. Between it and the large island 
called Eniflkeiidn, are three small ones, called 
The Galyes. A snooession of islands, such as 
Hare Island, Long Island, Clara and Lamb 
Ishind, block np the months of several exten- 
aive bays and creeks. Behind some of these 
islands, there is excellent anchorage; the 
largest and best harbour is Crookhaven. From 
this latter creek, Colonel GranyiUe could now 
perceire a large Dntcb sloop, under full sail, 
steering towards the long boat. 

This manceuvre of the Dutch galliote gave 
Colonel Granville considerable uneasiness. As 
he remembered that one of the men in the long 
boat was a foreigner, he at once conjectured he 
migbt be a Dutchman, and belong to the sloop 
they now beheld coming out of Crookhaven. 

" Now, my men," said our hero, " we must 
catch those fellows in the long-boat, before they 
can reach the sloop ; or we shall have a trifle 
of odds against us." 
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" Ay, ay, sir I" returned the men ; bending 
to their oars till the spray flew from before 
the gig's bow. 

Leaving those in the gig in pursuit, we beg 
our readers to step on board the long-boat. The 
first words uttered by the two smugglers were 
curses at the slow way they made under two 
oars. The boat was capable of holding twenty 
men. 

" Mine Gott I" muttered the Dutchman ; "I 
would rather pull my vrow Xatrine as dis 

d boat. If it blow hard, der teufel, we 

shall never reach de creek." 

" Let us pull between The Chickens and the 
Hen," said Mahony, " instead of making round 
Eniskerkin. By so doings we shall gain three 
miles to windward." 

" Ah I it's goot. Pull away." 

And they did pull ; but in their attempt to 
get between the ranges of sunken rocks, called 
The Chickens, they stuck fast ; and^ finally^ 
L 5 
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three hours of the night were spent in extri- 
cating themselves from a very raabarrasaiAg 
position. Thus, it was day-light when, round- 
ing a small island, they perceived the brig on 
their larboard quarter, not more than two milea 
distant, lying to. 

Though the brig was thus visible to them in 
the early morning light, they were themselves 
hidden by the mist that covered the surface of 
the water ; but, with the dawn, a breeze arose, 
which dispersed the haze and revealed them to 
the sharp eyes of Mr. Haultight. 

^^Ten thousand teufels!" growled the Dutch- 
man ; ^^ that cursed brig ! We shall be seen !" 

Aleen heard the words, and immediately 
surmised that the brig mentioned was a King's 
ship, and probably sent in pursuit of her ab- 
ductors. Anxiously she turned her eyes in 
the direction where the vessel lay. The rising 
sun, at that moment, threw its early beama 
upon the whiite topsails of the brig, rendering 
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her distinoily visible and apparently quite close. 
Her heart beat with renewed hope. 

^^For surely/' thought she, ^^we shall be 
perceived." 

She could not understand the mystery of this, 
her second, abduction. It could scarcely be by 
order of William 0' Grady. It then suddenly 
struck her that these two men were acting 
under a project of their own to obtain the 
money stipulated to be paid to their master. 

Turning therefore towards Brady Mahony, 
Aleen said — 

^^ If you are committing this outrage for the 
sake of gain, restore me to my family, or put 
me on board that brig, and you shall be paid 
your most exorbitant demands without inquiry, 
I pledge myself to that." 

" Faix, miss, it's easy to pledge yourself, and 
I dare say you means what you say. But, as to 
putting you on board that brig, it's more than 
our lives would be worth. She's a man-of-war. 
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But you need not be afraid, for we wont injure 
you." 

As Brady Mahony ceased speaking, the loud 
boom of a gun from the brig startled all in the 
boat. While the thunder of the report filled 
Aleen's mind with a feeling of hope, it had a 
very dififerent effect upon the Dutch skipper, 
and Dennis Mahony. A succession of oaths 
and imprecations broke from the lips of the 
two men as they laboured hard at the oar, the 
long boat scarcely going ahead though the tide 
of ebb had made some turn. 

Again the cannon fix)m the King's cruizer 
pealed over the deep. Her anchor was up, 
her topsails were filled, and the next moment 
she was bending under the pressure of the 
breeze, and steering direct after the boat. 

A fierce laugh broke from the lips of Dennis 
Mahony, as ho watched the brig. 

"Never heed her, Tendersink," said he; 
" by jabers, she will be a-ground in five minutes 
on the long shoaK" 
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Even while he spoke, the brig, evidently 
perceiving her danger, went in stays; but, 
before she was well up in the wind, she took 
the ground, 

A burst of merriment from the two men 
announced their joy, while poor Aleen's heart 
sank at this fresh misfortune. 

"Mine Gott!" exclaimed the Dutchman. 

" Look you ! Here's von d six-oared gig 

pulling out from the creek, and after us. 
Donner and blitzen, she'll catch us !" But the 
next moment he added, as he stood up and 
looked round, '^ Ha ! ha ! it's goot. Ten 
thousand teufels ! Here's my old vrow Katarine 
standing out from Tre Castle Bay. All right 
now. Eight goot men on board ; and a goot 
swivel if wanted." 

" Then, by the powers ! we'll dust their 
jackets for them," observed Dennis Mahony. 

Still on came the gig dashing gallantly 
through the short seas^ and casting the white 
spray over her sharp bows. 
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A cheer from the men on board the Datch 
sloop as the heayj boat shot up along-sidei 
shewed they nnderstood the state of affiiirs. As 
to Aleen, she almost despaired^ as, with a heayy 
hearty she ascended the deck of the Dutchman 
with her eyes fixed in intense anxiety on the 
gig which rapidly approached. 

'' Now, my hearties/' said Tendersink| in his 
native tongue, ^* just bring theswivel aft, and let 
it bear upon this boat Stand by, and give them 
a dose if they attempt to board us after I speak 

them. That d brig is aground for the 

next three hours or more ; for the tides are 
cutting ; so no fear of her." 

Aleen stood holding by a back stay ; and 
though she did not understand the words of the 
Dutch skipper, she understood very well the 
action of the men as they ran the swivel aft 

Though the sloop was at once put before the 
breeze, and the sheets slacked, the six-oared 
boat came up hand over hand. With a pistol 
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in his Iiand, Tendersink stood upcm the taffirail, 
and, as the boat camewithin hearing, he shouted 
out — 

^^ Full another stroke nearer, and by Gott ! I 
riddle your jackets." 

** Give way, my men," vociferated Sir Gerald 
Granyille as he stood up, cutlass in hand, while 
a wild shriek burst from the lips of Aleen as 
she recognised her lover, and then rushed to 
throw herself upon the man who was about to 
apply the match to the gun. But too late I A 
storm of grape tore up the water round the 
boat, shotting part of her gunnel, and wounding 
— happily slightly — two of the men. The next 
instant, the boat dashed along-side, and Colonel 
Granville sprang up over the bulwarks. As 
he did so, the Dutchman, with a curse, aimed 
his pistol at Gerald^s head ; but Aleen, with a 
cry of agony, dashed his arm upwards. The 
ball knocked the colonel's hat off, but the next 
instant a blow from his cutlass right on the 



Imd of the Daftdi skipper ^trdtxhed lam sense- 
lesB izpoai the deck. 

"Bj jabei^ ire hxwe done itP shouted 
Deimifi Mzhxmy^ nxzmzng fonrsid to the men 
dostered in the boir, oowed bj the supposed 
death of their skipper. '' Xr w, Lids, fight and 
be d — d, or you'll all svinj^ for this on a tight 
rope.'' 

But the men^ as the four sailors, cutlass and 
pistol in hand, clambered oyer the sloop- s bul- 
warks, threw down their arms and went 
below. 

" So there you are, at last, Mister Phalim 
OToole," exclaimed Dennis O'Eegan, with a 
mocking laugh, as he made a low bow to the 
enraged Mahony. 

" Curse you ! Take that, any how, though 
I swing for it," roared Mahony, as, with savage 
energy, he aimed his pistol at O'Regan's 
face. 

But tho weapon hung fire; and Dennis, 
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dropping his cutlass, with a laugh of derision, 
BjUd clenching his powerful hand, dealt Mahony 
a blow in the face that would have felled an 
ox, saying — 

** There, my beauty, i6 a taste of a weapon 
that never missed fire," 

This, Dennis Mahony at once acknowledged 
by measuring his length on the deck, bleeding 
profusely from mouth and nostril. 

" Be gorra, that's better than splitting your 
skull with a cutlass," said O'Eegan, eyeing the 
prostrate Mahony with evident satisfaction ; 
" though, by the powers, I've closed your po- 
tatoe trap for a while." 

But where was Aleen Atherstone during 
this time ? Clasped to the breast of her noble 
lover, and, tears of joy streaming from her 
eyes ; she whispered in his ear — 

" How thankful we ought to be, dear Gerald, 
to that Providence that rules all things I Even 
when giving way to despair, as I did, my de- 
liverance was at hand. Ah, Gerald, my own 
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Geiald, we never have sufficient reliance on 
Divine power.'' 

Pressing her to his heart, with inexpressible 
rapture, he said — 

'' Dear one ! we part no more.'' 

Dennis O'Began and two of the sailors had 
earned the bleeding Dutchmani and consigned 
him to the care of his crew and Mrs. Brady 
Mahony, who would not shew her face on deck, 
but kept below utteriog bitter execrations 
against Dennis O'Began. 

The sailors of the brig had by this time got 
the sloop on her right course standing for the 
former vessel. The flood-tide was making, 
and the men were employed working her off 
the bank by anchors carried out from her. 

''Well, sir," said Dennis, after congratu- 
lating Miss Atherstone in all the warmth and 
kindness of his heart — '' well, sir, be me sowl, 
we have got Mr. Fhalim O'Toole this time, and 
his better half too. Upon my conscience, she's 



growling down below like a Bussian bear. She 
has two pets to nurse now.^* 

** Is that Dutch rascal hurt?" enquired the 
Colonel. 

" Hurt, is it, your honour ?" replied Dennis, 
with a curious smile, and rubbing his head ; 
^^ musha, unless his skull had the property of a 
smith's anvil, it would have a poor chance of 
standing a blow from your honour's hand. It 
served him right, though it's an ugly gap to 
have in one's head. But he won't die of it this 
time." 
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CHAPTER X. 



On that night, so eventful and so full of peril 
to the future happiness of our heroine, William 
O'Grady proceeded from Tower Island to the 
main land. It was early dawn as his boat en- 
tered the little creek, that wound inland as far 
as the ruined Abbey of Mucross ; leaving the 
men to go either back to the Island, or seek 
their own residences, which were not more 
than a couple of miles from where they 
landed, he himself proceeded to the Abbey. 
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An old woman, with a girl about seventeen 
years old, occupied two of the least dilapidated 
rooms in the old building. A patch of ground 
in the front held a few potatoes, onions, and 
cabbages; and, in a broken-down sty, dwelt 
a pig very musically inclined. The whole 
aspect of the place was ruinous and desolate in 
the extreme ; and yet the Abbey stood on a 
spot where nature was lavish of her beau- 
ties. 

William O'Grady entered the room where 
the old woman was employed puffing a turf- 
fire into existence. She turned round her 
head when she heard O'Qrady's footsteps; 
and, seeing who it was, she said — 

^^ Ah, musha. Captain dear, is that you so 
early ?" 

" Where is your son, Molly ?" inquired 
William O'Grady. 

"He will be here in a minute, acushla, 
I'm going to cook his breakfast. They meet 
at the Cross to-night." 
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" No matter," said O^Qxady, " he must go 
to KenmarA before night for me. Is there a 
horse in the paddook ?" 

" Sure, there's two, Captain," replied the old 
woman. 

Just then, a stout, lounging, broard-shoul- 
d^ed peasant entered the room ; and, seeing 
O'Grady, doffed a rimless hat, with a grin that 
evinced, if he had not brains, he had a mouth 
of considerable dimensions. 

" Wirra, then, is it yourself. Captain, 
jewel ?" said the clown. 

"Here, Tim, is a job for you," returned 
O'Grady ; " and one that you'll be well paid 
for," giving him, at the same time, a couple of 
guineas. " You must mount your pony, and 
go as fast as he can carry you to Eenmare, and 
leave these two letters at Atherstone Hall." 

" Be gorra," replied Tim, ^^'11 be there and 
back by to-morrow. Captain." 

"If you're there to-night, Tim," urged 
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O'Grady, " you can take your time back. But, 
before you go, saddle me the horse in the pad- 
dock." 

** Long life and glory to you, Captain. It'll 
be ready in a jiffy. Will your honour be here 
to-morrow ?" 

" Perhaps ; at all events, the next day." 

In less than half an hour, O'Grady mounted 
the horae which Tim had saddled for him, and 
took a road across the country well known to 
him. 

At the end of three hour's sharp riding, he 
pulled up before the front of a very commodi- 
ous farm. Though the house and out-offices 
were good, and the garden in the rear neat and 
tidy, such was not the case with the surround* 
ing land, than which nothing could be more 
desolate or neglected. A wide and furze- 
covered moor lay right before the house ; and, 
winding through it, wa& a narrow inlet of the 
sea, with high, muddy banks. Behind the 
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house, were seyeral pasture fields, with broken 
fences ; while here and theHB were seen a few 
half-starved, small Kerry cows dejectedly graz- 
ing on the scanty herbage. 

Altogether, there was a strange contrast 
between the good, substantial house and neat 
garden, and the uninviting and ill-kept land 
encircling it. After a slight investigation, any 
beholder would be very much inclined to be- 
lieve that the owner of the property had a 
much more profitable mode of employing his 
time than in cultivating the dirty acres around 
him. 

As William O'Grrady halted his horse at the 
door, there came forth a fat, jovial-looking 
man, about sixty years of age. He looked 
hale and hearty, and seemed to be enjoying a 
pipe, from which he puffed large volumes of 
smoke. 

On seeing WiUiam 0' Grady, the pipe almost 
dropped from his mouth; and though he 



THfi WAEHAWE. 241 

looked astonished^ he was evidently much 
pleased. Holding out his hand, he said—* 

" Well, you're welcome back, any how, Cap- 
tain ; but, indeed, we did not expect to see you 
again." 

" Nevertheless, here I am^ Comerford," 
replied William 0' Grady, with a serious ex- 
pression on his features, and shaking the owner 
of the house heartily by the hand. " How is 

the mistress and ." He slightly hesitated, 

and then added, " And Grace ?" 

" All hearty, William, all hearty." 

" Well, Comerford," resumed O'Grady, rous- 
ing himself from a reverie he was falling into, 
and looking round as a boy came up and took 
the horse — " I cannot compliment you on the 
improvement of your farm." 

"No, faix," returned the farmer, with a jolly 

laugh, shaking his &t sides ; " it's a poor trade 

grubbing such earth as surrounds us here. It 

wouldn't do to make the pot boil — eh, William ? 

VOL. m. ic 
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However, it's a good blind. But, come in. 
You'll find your room in statu ko, as Father 
Murphy says." 

While entering the house, Comerford whis- 
pered to his visitor — 

'^AU Tendersink's cargo is stowed away, 
safe and sound. They thought to catch the 
old Dutchman and his vrow Katrine ; but all 
they found was rotten Dutch herrings and 
villanous cheese. Old Tendersink himself 
was, as Father Murphy says, non east Ay, 
upon my soul, and non west too, if they knew 
all." 

Mr. Comerford was remarkably fond of 
catching all the Latin scraps that fell from a 
priest who often paid him a visit, having the 
oaro of his soul. The said worthy priest had a 
Bti'ong predilection for something warm ; and, 
as whiskey somehow abounded in Mr. Comep- 
ford's farm. Father Murphy took excellent 
caire of the souls of the whole family. 
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On entering the large and handsome kitchen, 
Mr. O'Grady was cordially greeted by a very 
buxom dame, some ten or twelve years younger 
than hei' spouse ; while a young woman, about 
three-and-twenty years of age, seated near a 
window, working with her needle, half rose 
from her seat, with a face the colour of scarlet, 
and dark eyes flashing with excitement. 

Shaking hands with Mrs. Comerford, O'Grady 
turned round, and his eyes met those of Grace 
Comerford, whose head drooped, and the thick, 
natural curls of her hair fell over, and half- 
concealed her fliushed cheek, ;is she rose and 
displayed, in her plain, neat dress, as beautiful 
and graceful a figure as any in that land of bright 
female eyes and kind female hearts. 

William O'Grady passed on through the 
kitchen, like one well-accustomed to the place, 
and, ascending a flight of stairs, opened a door, 
and entered a neatly-furnished room. Over 
the chimney hung a handsome fowling-piece 
u 3 
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and a brace of pistols, all bright and clean. 
The fowling-piece was the identical one that 
betrayed him to Aleen Atherstone in the boat* 
On neat shelves were ranges of books. Some 
bold and well-executed coloured sketches also 
hung against the walls. 

William 0' Grady stood for a moment in 
deep thought, and, with folded arms, gazing 
vacantly before him. A deep sigh escaped hi» 
lips, and he lifted his hand to his brow. 

But at that moment, a soft, trembling 
hand was laid upon his shoulder; and a 
sweet voice whispered in his ear, " William V^ 

0' Grady turned slowly round, and his eyes 
again met those of Grace Comerford ; but hers 
were now full of tears, which ran down her cheek 
unchecked. 

0' Grady's voice faltered as, gently passing 
his arm round Grace's waist, he said — 

" Can you forgive and love me still, Grace ? 
Bo so, I implore you, and the future shall atone 
for the past." 
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" Can 1 1 Oh, William I" faltered the poor 
girl, ^^a heart that onoe loyes truly, always 
loves. But — ^^ 

"Nay, Grace," interrupted O'Qrady, "sit 
down and hear me. I'm an altered man." 

What passed between sweet Grace Comer- 
ferd and her lover we must leave untold ; but 
we wiU explain what may appear somewhat 
obscure to our readers. 

Ostensibly, Mr. Comerford was a farmer, 
and had purchased the land and house whereih 
he dwelt. The latter was in an unfinished 
state. The creek that came up within a hun- 
dred yards of the house communicated witn 
one of the best pools on the coast for smuggling 
purposes. It was sheltered from all winds. 
Beneath the house were secretly constructed h 
range of vaults, into which all kinds of contra- 
band goods were conveyed, and afterwards 
distributed over the country. Mr. Comerfbrd 
was not always concerned in this unlawful and 
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dangerous trade — ^for trade it was m tbe reigns 
of Anne and George I. Comerford had begun 
life a highly respectable tradesman, and mar- 
ried well. He gave to his daughter an 
education and accomplishments far above her 
class. Grace, in many ways, was superior to 
her station. When she was about fifteen 
years of age^ a series of misfortunes occurred 
to Mr. Comerford in his business, which greatly 
affected his temper and disposition. lie spe- 
culated rashly; accepted bills; and, finally, 
became bankrupt. He then went to reside in 
a small cottage near Bandon, where he first 
became acquainted with the Fenwicks, under 
which name alone he knew the O'Gradys dur- 
ing several years. With the elder Fenwick he 
readily joined in smuggling transactions ; and, 
having unfortunately given way to drink^ con- 
science, despite the advice of his simple- 
hearted wife and the tears of his daughter, 
slumbered; and in four years he became 
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strongly attached to the wild and reckless life 
of a contraband dealer. 

Grace was about eighteen when she first 
became acquainted with William O'Qrady. It 
is quite unnecessary to trace the course of their 
love, for William O'Grady at one time most 
assuredly loyed the gentle girl, who did all she 
CQuld to wean him from his dangerous career. 
But in vain. Let us, nevertheless, do justice 
to William O'Grady. In his affection for poor 
Grace, he never sought either to undermine 
her virtue, or deceive her in any way* To her 
he was William 0' Grady from the beginning of 
their love. But when the time came that he 
actually gained the Granville property, then it 
was that wealth and ambition banished poor 
Grace from his heart. During that period Mr. 
Comerford again prospered; and, to suit the 
views of the gang, he purchased the house and 
fitrm in which we have introduced him to the 
reader. 
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After WlUiftm O'Orady's downfall and \ma 
of the Granyille estates, be xetumed and toc^ 
up his abode at the Comerford's. Gbraoe was in- 
duced to pardon her wayward JloT«r, becaaae 
be vowed that, thou^ aml^tion had dazzled 
and «(usled hizn, still be was never unfaitblnl 
to her. What will not love believe ? Gsaoe 
believed and forgave him. 

It WAS from Mrl Comerford's that William 
O'Gkrady went to Atberstone Hall with a bdf- 
fonned plan in his head ; imd, being fasoinaied, 
and blinded to consequences by the lovelinass 
of AJeen At^eratone, he entertained the idea 
of gaiiiing her hwd. When, at length, his 
violent azid passionate nature was roused inAo 
activity by her scorn of his proffered love, he 
resolviod to carry her off, as we have seen. 

Grace €pm^&rd discovered this oui^rage 
committed by her faithless lover ; and, with a 
breaking he^t, she resolved never to see 
more. 
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Such was the posture of. affairs, wh6n 
O'Grady's sudden return to the farm astonished 
all its inmates, Grace especially. 

For several hours, O'Grady and Graci 
Comerford sat in earnest and deep converse. 
At times, it was somewhat stormy, and Grace 
shed many tears. At last, O'Grady rose up, 
and, kissing the pale cheek of the maiden, 
said, solemnly — 

" I will do it, so help me God I" 

" Then, God bless you, William," she fer- 
vently exclaimed, as he left the room. ** With 
the blessing of Providence, in another land, 
and in purer pursuits, we may be happy 
yet." 

To the great astonishment of Mr. Comerford, 
William 0' Grady descended into the kitchen, 
and shaking the old man's hand, said — 

"I have not time now to explain; but 
Grace will tell you all." 

In five minutes more, he had remounted his 
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horse, and rode rapidly away. It was dark night 
as he pulled up his weary steed at the door of a 
well-known and excellent inn, standing on the 
borders of the Glengarriff Lakes. This inn wad 
mnch frequ^ited, in the summer seasons, even 
in George the First's reign ; for nothing — ^not 
even Killarney — can exceed the beauty of those 
lakes and islands. Giving his horse to the 
ostler, O'Grady entered the inn, and ordered 
supper and a bottle of claret — for good claret 
was to be had in those days in road-side 
inns. 

Having sat down to the only meal he had 
eaten that day, he remained^ to a late hour of 
the night, in profound thought ; and then re- 
tired to rest* 
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OHAPTEK XI, 



On the following day, about two hours after 
noon, a gentleman, followed by a single at- 
tendant, rode into the court- yard of the Inn, 
where William O^Grady had passed the 
night. 

Sir Gerald Granville, for he it was, and his 
constant follower O'Began, dismounted from 
their horses. The Colonel entered, and asked 
the landlord, who knew his guest, whether a 
person of the name of Williams was in the 
house. 



i_ 
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" Yes, Sir Gerald,' replied the host. " He 
arrived here late last night. He is above. 
Shall I announce you, sir?" 

" No," said Sir Gerald. " Just show me the 
room." 

In a few minutes, Sir Gerald stood at the 
door. 

'^ That will do, Mr. Gilmer," said he, "I 
will announce myself." 

The landlord bowed and retired. 

The Colonel then opened the door and 
entered the room. 

William O'Grady had seen his cousin ride 
into the court-yard of the inn. He knew him 
at once. His cheek flushed, and a feeling of 
shame and humiliation came over him. But. 
he recollected his words to Grace Comerford, 
'' I will do it." 

As the Colonel entered the room, O'Grady 
stood with a cheek somewhat pale it is true^ 
but with a steady unshrinking determination^ 
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He had resolved never to meet his injuired 
cousm, but to make Mr. Comerford his deputy. 
Ghrace, however, had won him to the onjy act 
which, she said, could mitigate Bur GeraM^s 
feelings of resentment against him. Sii 
Gerald had received William O'Grady's epiattie 
the day after his return to Atherstone HoU 
with his overjoyed Aleen. On reading both 
letters, he at once resolved to meet O'Grady's 
agent, Williams^ at the inn at Glengarriff, and 
endeavour to prevail upon him to procure him 
a meeting with his misguided cousin. At 
times, it struck him, as he rode to the place of 
meeting, that this same Williams might, after 
all, be William 0' Grady himself; and, on 
entering the room, he saw, at a glance, that he 
was right in his conjecture ; and that William 
0' Grady stood before him. He recolleeted 
that, as yet, the son could not know of hia 
father's miserable end ; therefore the task be-^ 
fore him would be a painful one. 
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'* William/' said the Colonel, in his kind 
and mellow voice, and holding out his hand — 
^* let the past be forgotten, as it is forgiven. 
I oflfer you my hand, with every desire in my 
heart to heal the wounds I must inflict ; and 
to give you every reparation in my power in 
compensation for those rights you consider 
yourself deprived of." 

Mastering the deep emotion that almost 
rendered him unable to speak, William 
O'Grady gazed upon the noble form and fine 
features of the colonel, for a moment, in 
silence. 

At length, in a tremulous voice, he said — 

" I am not worthy. Sir Gerald Granville, to 
take the hand you so generously offer me. I 
have cruelly wronged you, and committed an 
unmanly and unpardonable outrage. To sslj 
that I now deeply repent the act, and that I 
came here with the determination to repair my 
error and my crime, by unconditionally restor- 
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ing to you one dearer to you than your own 
life, and to bid you and this country farewell 
for ever — is, after all, a poor atonement." 

" Then, William," said the Colonel, in a tone 
of surprise, " you are ignorant of the events of 
the last few days," And a painful feeling per- 
vading his mind, caused his features to assume 
an extremelymelancholy expression, 

" What then has occurred ?" asked William 
O'Grady, turning very pale, as he looked 
anxiously in his cousin's face. 

Sir Gerald Granville thought a moment and 
then said — 

" I see, William, that you are ignorant of 
the restoration of Miss Atherstone to her home, 
and of the capture of The Warhawk." 

" Merciful heaven, my father !" exclairaetl 
William O'Grady, in a tone of real anguish, 
and sinking down into a chair. " Say the 
worst at onco, Gerald. He is taken j perhaps 
dead I" 



25 6 iHB wAUuirc, 

^^Saoh| WilHam, I grieye to say, is fhe 
lamentable tmthi" letumed the Colonel, seating 
himself beside his consiny and taking his hand 
and pressing it in an affeotionate manner. 
<<Yoa suflRsTy William, at this intelligence/' 
oontinued he ; ^^ bnt it is better he should have 
died as he did, than fall into the hands of the 
goyemmenf 

William O'Grady buried his face in his 
hands, and thus, for seyeral moments, he re« 
mained. Though wild, lawless, and of pas- 
sionate impubes, William O'Grady truly loved 
his father. He had steeped himself in crime 
for him, and perilled soul and body. And 
now, with all his errors on his head, the father 
to whom he had clung, had died a death of 
yiolence I 

Looking up with a pale and haggard faoe^ 
strangely changed in those brief moments of 
bitter grief and repentance, he kid his hand 
upon his cousin's saying — 



^^QerAAj you Boyed this worthless life when 
a boy. Oh, would to Ood you had let me 
pm^ iheaij innoo^it at least of crime !" 

^^ Xalk not of the past, WilUam/' interrup- 
ted Sir Qerald) " for it cannot be undxmB ; and 
it is not good to lament over acts not to be n- 
iDecalkd, when youth and strength and energy 
is stiU left us^ by the mercy of Providenco, to 
ad; and sin no more. I hare still to thank asd 
Mess you, that^ with the power in your baiid 
to crush and blast my happiness for ever, 4^ 
better feelings of your heart pretailed. Kov, 
hear how all this ooctnred. Every thing has 
been done for your father's remains that the 
most ^fectionate Bon could do. They were 
]^tiTstiely conveyed and buried in the church- 
yard of ' ' ■ , where many of his name and 
race are turned to dust" 

William O'Grady then listened calmly and 
resignedly to his cousin's account of the eveut 
(tf Aleen's release, the death of his father, and 
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the capture of the Warhawk ; and also the 
discovery of Cuthbert Fitzmaurice. 

" As to the crew of the Warhawk," con- 
tinued the Colonel, ^^ as it would not be 
acting with justice to our country to let loose 
so many lawless men upon society, they have 
all been sent aboard King's ships. The War- 
hawk not being condemned as a smuggler, I 
have proposed to purchase her. Now listen to 
me calmly, William. For you to live in this 
country after what has passed, is impossible. 
Owing to a combination of circumstances, you 
have unquestionably been deprived of certain 
rights.'' 

"Oh, for God's sake, Gterald," anxiously 
interrupted O'Grady, "name not again that 
wretched, miserable subject, the cause of all 
our crimes and sorrows." 

" Nay, William, I will not pain you unne- 
cessarily; but, in strict justice to the noble 
dead, let me say the little I intended. When 
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our noble and and generous unole. Sir Hugh 
Granville, broke the entail, he was not aware 
that any other claimant than myself existed to 
the property. My brother Cuthbert was con- 
sidered lost for ever, if not dead. When you 
were considered to be my lost brother, Sir 
Hugh made an addition to his will, of ooq- 
siderable importance. I need not say, William, 
why that will was destroyed. Now, knowing 
my uncle's sentiments, and that it was his 
earnest wish to provide for you, I simply wish 
to perform an act of justice, for you are the eld- 
est nephew. I offer you, therefore, the sum 
you — " 

"Never, Gerald, never I" passionately in- 
terrupted William O^ Grady, pressing his 
cousin's hand with much emotion. " What ! 
would you have me a/)cept wealth that was 
attempted to be extorted by a cruel, unmanly 
outrage ? No, no, Gerald ; that money would 
poison my very existence. I would fain try, 
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in the new world, what my own endeavours, 
ex^ed in a right way, will do to establish an 
independence which I can enjoy withont a 
feeling of shame attached to it. If, therefore, 
you can shield me, for a time, from the of- 
fended laws of my country, I shall be able, 
very shortly, to leave this land for ever, I 
have won the affection of a humble, but good 
and virtuous girL I have promised to marry 
her and sail with her and her family for 
America. Kow the wish of her heart is, 
that you and your brother would witness this 
marriage ; and she trusts in God that my 
future career may atone for the errors of the 
past" 

That night, the cousins sat to a late hour, 
conversing earnestly but calmly ; till, finally, 
the Colonel gained O'Grady's consent to let 
him manage all matters relative to his depar- 
ture for America, and his marriage with GraciB 
Comerford. 
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The following day, the cousins embraced 
most affectionately. The Colonel mounted his 
hoiDse to return to Atherstonc Hall, while 
William O'Grady set out for Mr. Comerford's, 
to remain quiet till he heard from Sir 
Grerald. 

A few words are neocBsary here to elucidate 
the scene just described. 

After releasing Aleen from the hands of the 
Dutch skipper, Tendersink, the Colonel took 
his recovered treasure on board the brig, which, 
by that time, had warped off the bank, and 
Mr. Haultight, who, while aground, suffered 
the most intense anxiety, received Sir Gerald 
Granville and Miss Atherstonc with unmingled 
delight; for, having seen the boat with the 
female reach the side of the Dutch sloop, he 
got alarmed, thinking the gig would be un- 
able to come up with her. 

The boat was then sent for his commander, 
and, before two hours had expired, the brig 
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was under weigh for Kenmare, Captain Fitz- 
maurice having put twenty men and an 
officer on board. the Dutch sloop to take care 
of her and the stores in the cave till he 
could send one of the cutters round to secure 
them. 

To describe the rapture of Mrs. Atherstone, 
when, on the following day, she received her 
happy daughter in her arms, is beyond our 
power. The whole country round seemed 
equally to rejoice —congratulations poured in 
from all sides. Bonfires were lighted by the 
tenantry ail round the hall ; and feasting and 
revelry occupied t^U parties for the next twenty- 
four hours. 

It was on the day following that on which 
Aleen had returned to Atherstone Hall that 
Colonel Granville received the letters sent by 
"William O'Grady. The Colonel was prepared 
for these letters, for Aleen stated every par- 
ticular of her capture and treatment while in 



THS WA&HAWK. 263 

the tower; so that our hero was extremely 
willing to forgive, for many reasons, his mis- 
guided oousin ; and, accordingly, set out with 
O'Kegan, determined, if possible, to procure 
an interview with William O'Grady himself. 

The result of that interview has been re- 
lated. 

The CJoloncl now returned to Atherstone 
Hall, whore he found his brother Cuthbert, 
with whom he agreed that it would be better, 
before the commencement of any proceedings 
to prove Cuthbert's birth and claims to the 
Fitzmaurice property, to witness William 
O'Grady's marriage with Grace Comerford, and 
see the couple depart for America. 

With a little management, and exerting some 
interest, Colonel Granville contrived to purchase 
The Warhawk, and at once had her re-fitted 
and rigged as a schooner, and then stored with 
all necessaries for a voyage to New York. 
There was no difficulty in finding ten smart 
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hands to nil in her; and when eTccythiiigTM 
ready, ahe lailed for the Bay of TTiirmM^ ■, loody 
hat beautiful cove to the eaitwaid of The Misen 
Head. 
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OONCLUSIOK 



It was on the last day of October, and a fair 
and beautiful day it was for the season of the 
year, that a remarkably beautiful schooner of 
180 tons, might be seen riding at single anchor 
in the secluded bay of Kilbonas. Her mainsail 
was set, and her three topsails were hoisted 
and braced sharp to the wind, which blew from 
the land a pleasant sailing breeze. Her jib lay 
ready for hoisting upon the jib-boom, and 
several sailors stood in^the bows to heave up 
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her anchor. Along- side the schooner, was a 
six-oared whale-boat, with her crew, evidently 
waiting for some persons on board the schooner 
to take ashore. ^ 

Presently Sir Gerald Granville and Captain 
Fitzmaurice came np from the cabin of the 
schooner, followed by Grace O'Grady leaning 
on the arm of her husband. Tears were in the 
beautiful eyes of Grace ; but a smile of happi- 
ness was upon her lip as she looked up into the 
handsome, but very serious features of her 
husband. As the brothers were leaving the 
vessel, they pressed a kiss upon the bride's cheek, 
and returned the pressure of her trembling 
hand with sincere affection. 

William O'Grady could not speak ; but it 
was evident that he shed tears, and his hand 
shook with great emotion as it rested, for the 
last time, in the hand of his noble and generous 
cousin* 

" God bless you, WilUam," said Sir Gerald 
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Graaville, in a low^ emphatio voioe, as he 
descended the side. ^^ Eemember ! With 
faith and truth, and the blessing of Almighty 
God, you will, I feel satisfied, reoover your 
peace of mind; and with self-esteem, you 
and your fair and virtuous wife, will become 
happy and prosperous. Farewell, farewell I" 

The oars fell on the water, and the whale* 
boat receded from the side of the schooner, 

The anchor was now weighed with the 
cheering " Heave, ho !" of the crew ; the jib 
was hoisted, and the graceful vessel wore 
round till her topsail filled, and then rapidly 
gathered way. A white kerchief was waved 
from the deck, and replied to from the 
whale-boat. 

Swiftly sailed the schooner from the bay; 
and when the sun dipped behind the ocean- 
wave, not a sign of her was visible. This 
was the last that was ever seen on the shcxres 
of Ireland of the once notorious Warhawk. 
N 3 
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Sir Crerald and his brother had, according 
to promise, witnessed the wedding of Grace 
Comerford and William O'Gradj, who were 
married in the romantically sitoated chapel 
near Mucross Abbey, by the Parish Priest, 
both being of the chnrch of Borne. 

As he kissed the &ir brow of the bride, 
onr hero presented her a casket, richly inlaid, 
saying— 

'^ You must promise me, dear Grace, that 
you will not open this casket till the shores 
of your native land have faded from your 
sight. My future bride has placed within it 
a portrait of herself, and bade me say, that, 
from her heart, she wishes you may henceforth 
know no sorrow. 

Mr. and Mrs. Comerford accompanied their 
daughter and her husband on board the 
schooner, which was to carry them all to a 
new world. They willingly surrendered their 
ill-gained stores; for Sir Gerald took good 
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care to provide them, unknown to William 
O'Grady, with ample means to live oomfortablj 
in'their old age. 

One fine evening, some five or six days 
after leaving the shores of Ireland, Grace 
O'Grady took the casket, the gift of the gene- 
rous Baronet, and opened it in the presence 
of her husband. First, she opened the case, 
containing the portrait of Aleen Atherstone, 
and long she gazed on that exquisitely lovely 
face, thinking better of her once wayward 
husband, when she considered that he had 
the resolution, and the heart, to forego a 
project that would for ever have blighted the 
hearts of those who had acted so nobly towards 
them. The casket also contained a case of 
beautiful jewels, and in it was a letter from 
Sir Gerald, on opening which, a paper fell 
upon the fioor of the cabin. William O'Grady 
raised the document, and then, with a flushed 
cheek, he perceived it was an order from a 
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London Banker, on a mercantile house in 
New York, for thirty thousand pounds. 

As he stood with the order in his hand, 
buried in deep thought, tears were rolling 
down the cheeks of Grace, while she read 
Sir Gerald's letter. Looking up into her hus- 
band's face, and laying her hand on his, she 
whispered— 

" He implores me, William, not to cloud 
his otherwise happy prospects by refusing this 
small sum to put aside, should God give us 
a family to bring up, in a good and righteous 
way ; and begging us if—." She faltered a 
little as she added, ^^ we were blessed with a 
boy to call him Gerald." 

William kissed the tears from his wife's 
cheek, and, in a more cheerful voice, said — 

*^ Be it so, dear Grace, if Providence does 
so bless us; and I tru^t, in his mercy, that 
the sins of the father may not be visited on his 
children." 
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Six months after the departure of the 
O'Gradys for America, Granville Castle be- 
came the scene of great rejoicing, for Sir 
Gerald returned to the home of his ancestors 
with his young and beautiful bride. Dennis 
O'Began was at the summit of his glory. It 
was afterwards remarked that, for several 
weeks after the feasting and carousing had 
finished, not a pint of whiskey could be sold 
within four miles of Granville Castle, the very 
smell of it created a head-ache. 

Not one of the guests at Granville Castle 
appeared in more exuberant spirits than our 
worthy lawyer, Mr. Briefless ; and, for several 
days afterwards, his discreet housekeeper de- 
clared that her worthy master had positively 
lost his senses, and only recovered them on 
the day he changed her name of Silvertongue 
into that of Briefless. 

Sir Gerald Granville found no dijQ&culty, 
backed by the great interest he could com- 
mand, in reinstating his brother Cuthbert 
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in the foifeited eBtateB of the Fitzmanrices, the 
tttainder being reTersed in his fitroar. As 
to his birth, thej found no difficulty in 
clearly proring that before a competeut 
court. 

Dennis Mahony and his wife, on a pro- 
mise of a pardon, and a sum sufficient to 
carry them to a British colony, came forward 
and greatly helped to establish the important 
point 

Through the interest of the two brothers. 
Lieutenant Haultight was made a Captain, 
and took the command of the brig that captured 
The Warhawk. 

Cuthbert Fitzmaurlce did not quit the ser- 
Tice: he highly distinguished himself during 
the war, and rose to the rank of Admiral. 
But, long before that period, he married a 
lady of great beauty and rank, and, what 
was far better, singularly amiable and do- 
mesticated. 

Some months after Aleeu's marriage, she 
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received a long letter from her uncle, XTlidk 
O'Connor, as also did Mrs. Athcrstone. Both 
these epistles were written in kind and affec- 
tionate terms. O'Connor stated that he had 
had a marvellous escape after being taken in 
Tlie Salisbury, and that he had succeeded 
in getting safely to France. He declared that 
the whole expedition was miserably misma- 
naged. But whatever might be his own 
political disappointments and suffering, he 
rejoiced in Aleen's happiness, and hoped yet 
to see her in his native land ; for he still 
looked forward to the restoration of Charles 
Edward to the throne of his ancestors. 



THB END. 
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